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PROLOGUE : 
Written Ss JOHN TAY. LOR, Edt. 


And 8 * Mr. HOLMAN. 


Wurr can we now invite you to partake, 
When realms have been exhauſted for your ſake, 
| And ample Nature travers'd o'er and o'er; 
85 "Till all her beaten haunts will yield no more ? 
« | From climes where Phebus pours his brighteſt ray 
To where ſcarce faintly gleams the twilight day, 
The dauntleſs Bard has urg'd his vent'rous aith, 
To greet you ftill with freſh Dramatic game. 
One noble Hunter, of the Theſpian train, 
> 8 Ruſh'd from his Avon's fide o'er earth's domain, 
| And brought with happy Magic, more than toil, 
The motley tribes of ev'ry varying foil ; 
While his quick eye ſo widely could explore 
That Time himſelf, ſhall ne'er diſcover more: 
Nay, in the track of his ſublime career, _. 
We paſs the bounds of Nature's humble ſphere; 
And zealous after all our ſearch has found, 
Through radiant wilds of Fancy's fairy ground; 
Once more the arduous chace we dare purſue, 
And fondly hope we've ſtarted ſomething new, 
Our Hero, for ſo far we may diſcover, 
Is a young Actor, and of courſe a lover! 
But, what, perhaps, will raiſe no ſlight ſurprize | 
Though uſed to various ſhapes, above diſguiſe. 
Fictitious language, of a borrow'd part, 
Sports from his tongue, indeed, but not his heart ! 
For Nature's warm and abſolute controul 


Guides ev'ry impulſe of his generous ſoul. „ 


PROLOGUE. 


Sure ſuch a part your favour muſt engage, 
And though a ftranger on the mimic ſtage, _ 
. Vet may the Scenic band, with honeſt pride! 
Howe'er, by formal Prejudice decry'd, 
Boaſt as fair patterns of domeſtic worth, 
| As that our preſent Drama pictures forth! 
1 * 4 Léet then the Bard, who vindieates our cauſe, 
; | Obtain the ſanction of your warm applauſe ! | 
So may we prove, in ſpite of prudiſh Spleen ! 
Actors can feel beyond the paſſing ſcene ; 2 
And long, too harſhly deem'd a thoughtleſs kind, 
Live to the friendly model he deſign'd. | 


| EPILOGUE. 


rn. OGUE : 


Written by ow ORGE COLMAN, junior, Eſq. 


And ſpoken by Mrs. POPE. 


* 


With trembling ſtep advanced, to court your praiſe, 

And mercy beg for guilty Poets? lays —— 

Good lack ! how ſhe is chang'd ! long uſed to ſpeak, 

She ſcorns to bear her faculties. ſo meek, 

Like a ſpoilt Miſs, vain, pert, and forward grown, 

| She chatters—on all buſineſs but her on. 

The Play, the Poet, Actors, all forgot, 

Epilogue prates about ſhe knows not what; 

Lugs head and ſhoulders in, a jumble all! 

, Box-lobby Bobbies, Lady Mayoreſs' Ball, 

Thick neck-cloths, city frumps, enn and hops at 
Pewterers? Hall. 

Thus would-be Wits, whate'er has been expreſt, 
Foiſt in their oar—they have but one ſmart jeſt : 
Start bluntly from the ſubje& that's before ye, 

To tell their frothy, threadbare, only ſtory. 
Let us for once, however, Faſhion ſway, 
Speak ſomewhat of the Poet and his Play. 


| Twas Epilogue's tame taſk in ancient days, | 


How like ye our wild Drama, wou'd ye know, 


A certain ſower, who came forth to ſow, - 
Sprinkling his Oats—that's character his Quakers, 
His Sailors, Players, o'er five atts—that's Acres! 
Or rather here his field—'tis you who nouriſh 

'The ſeeds of Genius, and make merit flouriſh. 
Hence ſprings the harveſt of the labourers toil, 
From hence, this genial air, this generous ſoil. 


EPILOGU E- 


Mere humble worth ſecurely ſtrikes the root, 

While favour fans the plant, and bids it ſhoot : 

No ſpleen to bite the bloſſoms as they ope, 

No malice breathes, to mildew - modeſt hope. 

If ſuch the land, ſecure our Poet then; 
| Safe his Wild Oars ; ſecure his Strolling Gentlemen; | 

And let no Stroller, who our Drama ſees, | 

| For Strollers now there are of all deprees, þ | 
* Br Think we mean ſatire, when we mean to pleaſe ; 
4 We wou'd not wring their withers, whoſe fad curſe 
x7 It. is, in barns, to bellow forth blank verſe ; | 
ö Where hungry Richard deals forth death and grief, 

And ſtakes a kingdom, for a ſteak of beef: 

Where crook*d-back*d Glo ſter plays the bloody glutton, 
=: - And cuts up Kings; but never cuts up mutton. 
F Where Romeo too, that billing Turtle Dove, 

Feeds with his Juliet upon airy Love; | 

While Hamlet vainly ſighs for boil'd and roaſt, 

Till Hamlets ſelf appears like Hamlet's Ghoſt. 

Where Denmark's King, his murd*rous ends fulfilling, 
Soon gains a crown—the Actor not a ſhilling ! 

Theſe wou'd we not offend, our Bard reveres, 

Our ſtrolling Actors, and our acting Peers. 

Nor would he glance, like ſome invidious elves, 
. At thoſe who act to entertain themſelves. 
| ; He is not one of thoſe ſame trait'rous fellows 

To vex Right Honorable, tame Othello's. 

If our wife Commons, in a ſapient mood, 

Act Plays thro*|Chriſtmas for their country's good; 

If Pierre plans treaſon, thro? a black December, 

And votes at laſt.—an honeſt Country Member: 

If faſhionable Jaffier rants, whoſe life 


In private proves the love he bears his wife; 
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I four- foor Lords, will gay Lothario roar, 
And round, ſquat, Lady Betties, a& Jane Shore. 
If this be true as holy Writ or Bible, 

Tho' tis a truth, our Author means no Libel. 


His mark is life, ſhould his ſketch give you pleaſure, 
The grateful Bard is Wr , meaſure, 
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Mr. Quick, 
Mr. Lewis. 


Mr. Hol MAN, 
Mr. Hul. 


Mr. WILsox. 


Mr. Cugir. 
Mr. C. Pow ET bs 


Mr. Mux DEN. 


Mr. BLANcHARD. 


Mr. Rees. 


Mr. M*zzapy. - 
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WILD OATS 


'  STROLLING GENTLEMEN. 


7 


e 


SCENE I. A Parlour in Lady AMARANTH'S HOUSE, 
a Enter Joan Dope, -i1-; . 


John. FINE cruizing this ! without flip or biſ- 
cuit! don't know who's the governor of this 
here fort; but if he can victual us a few 
how hollow my bread room ſounds ! (riking his 
ſides) I'm as empty as a ſtoved keg, and as tired as 


an old Dutchman—my obſtinate maſter, Sir 


George, to tow my old hulk—aboard the houſe, 
- ha, hoy! e . 


Sir Geo. ( Without.) John] John Dory ! 
Fobn. (its) Pm at anchor. 


Enter Sir GEORGE THUNDER, 


Sir Geo. I don't know whoſe's houſe we've got 
into here, John; but I think, when he knows me, 


we may hope, for ſome refreſhment—Eh ! (Look 
ing at John] was not I your Captain 

Jobn. Yes, and I was your boatſwain. And what 
of all that ? JJ 
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.- _#ir Geo, Mine, you ſwab ? . 
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Sir Geo. Then how dare you ſit in my preſence, . 
you bluff head ? 99 9 5 8 
Jobn. Why, for the matter of that, I don't 
mind; but had 7 been your Captain, and you 
my boatſwain, the man that ſtood by me at ſea, 
| ſhould be welcome to fit before me at land. | 
Sir Geo. That's true, my dear John; offer to 
ſtand up, and, damme, if I don't knock you down 
—zounds ! I am as dry as a powder match—to 
fail at the rate of ten knots an hour, over fallow 
and ſtubble, from my own houſe, but half a league 
on this ſide of Goſport," and not catch theſe de- 
ſerters 1 : 5 
John. In this here chace, you wanted the balla 
of wiſdom. 5 | N _ 
Sir Geo. How, ſirrah! haſn't, my dear old 
friend, Dick Broadſide, got the command of the 
ſhip I ſo often fought myſelf—to man it for him 
with expedition, didn't I (out of my own pocket) 
offer two guineas over the King's bounty to every 
ſeaman that would enter on board her? Hav'n't 
theſe three ſcoundrels fingered the ſhot, then ran, 
and didn't I do right to run after them? Damn 
the money! I no more mind that than a piece of 
_ clinker; but 'twas the pride of my heart to ſee my 
beloved ſhip (the Eagle) well mann'd, when my 


old friend is the commander. 
John. But ſince you've laid yourſelf up in or- 
dinary, retired to live in quiet, on your own eſtate, _ 
and had done with all ſea affairs— _ | 
Sir Geo. John, John, a man ſhou'd forget his 
own convenience for his country's good.—Tho' 
Broadſide's letter faid theſe fellows were lurking 
about this part of Hampſhire, yet ſtill it's all hide 
and ſeek. NET WY, 
FJobn. Tour ill luck. 


Jobn. 


—— — — CT —— — — 
0 — — — — — — —— — nn ——— Pee nas 


j 8 
5 * 


A COMEDY. 3 
| Joby. Ay, you've money and gold; but grace 


and good fortune have ſhook hands with you theſe 


_ nineteen years, for that rogue's trick you play d 


— 


poor Miſs Amelia, by deceiving her with a ſham 
marriage, when you paſſed yourſelf for Captain 
Seymour, and then putting off to ſea, leaving her 
to break her 80 heart, and lince marrying another 


lady. 


pilot? Wasn't it you, even brought me the falſe 


clergyman that performed the ſham marriage with 


Amelia? 


John. a you think ſo; but 1 took care to 
bring you a real clergyman. 


Sir George. Wasn't I fore'd t to it by my father? 
Jabn.—Ay; becauſe ſhe had a great fortin, her 
death too was a judgment upon you. : 
Sir Geo. Why, you impudent dog-fiſh, upbrai 
me running into falſe bay, when you were my 


Sir Geo. But is this a time or place for your 


lectures? At home, abroad, ſea, or land, you will | 


ſtill badger me ! mention my Wild Oats again 
and—you ſcoundrel, ſince the night my bed-cur- 
tains took fire, when you where my boatſwain 
aboard the Eagle, you've got me quite into leading- 


ſtrings - you ſnatched me upon deck and tofled 
me into the ſea,—to ſave me from Deng Be [ 


- was almoſt drowned. 


Jobn. You wou'd but for Mme— 


Sir Geo. Yes, you dragg'd me out by the . 
like a water-dog—and cauſe applauded for that, 


ever ſince you're ſo curſt careful of me, that only 
lifting my leg to ſtep a board a boat, you whip me 


up, and: chuck me into_it—laſt week, cauſe you 
found the tenth bottle uncorked, you ruſhed in 
among my friends, and ran away with me, and, 


— 


next morning "IT OfShanaghan ſends me a 


challenge! . 
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4 WILD OATS: 
challenge ! ſo, to ſave me from a head-ach, you'd 
like to've got my brains blown out. 

Jobn. Oh, very well, be burnt in your bed, and 
tumble in the water by; jumping into boats, Uke a 
tight fellow as you are, and poiſon yourſelf with 
ſloe-juice 3 ſee if John cares a piece of mouldy 
biſcuit about it. But I wiſh you hadn't made me 
your valet-de-Shamber. No ſooner was I got on. 
ſhore after five years daſhing among rocks, ſhoals, 
and breakers, than you ſets me on a high trotting 
cart-horſe, which knockt me up and down like an 
old bomb-boat, in the Bay of Biſcay, and here's 
nothing to drink, aſter all! becauſe at home you 
keep open houſe, you think every body elſe does 
the ſame. | 2 

Sir Geo. Why, by failing into this ſtrange port 
we may be more free than welcome. 

John. Holloa ! I'll never ceaſe piping "till it calls 
up a drop to wet my whiſtle. [ Exit. 
Sir George. Yes, (as John Dory remarks) I fear 
my trip thro' life will be attended with heavy ſqualls 
and foul weather. When my conduct to poor 
Amelia comes athwart my mind, it's a hurricane 
for that day, and turn in at night, the ballad of 
« Margaret and William” rings in my ear (/ings) 
In glided Margaret's grimly ghoſt” oh, z0unds! 
tune diſmals are coming upon me, and can't get a 

| cheering glaſs to—holloa | 43:0 5 69, | 


Enter EPHRAIM Suoorn. 5 


Epb. -F riend, what would'ſt thou have 0 
Sir Geo. Grog. a 
 _ Eph. Neither man nor woman of that name 
abideth here. 
Sir Geo. Ha, ha, hat man and woman then if 
18 7 bring me Mr. Brandy i Water, we'll 


IO 5 
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couple FED and the firſt child- probably will dy » 
maſter Grog. 

Eph. Thou dolt peak in Parables, which I un- 
derſtand not. 

Sir Geo. Sheer off wich your ſanctified poop, 
and ſend the gentleman of the houſe. - 

Eph. The owner of this amy is a maiden, and 
ſhe approacheth. | 


ht "Enter Lady AMARANTH. 


2 Am. Friend, Ephraim Smooth, dic'lt 8 
turns, fees Sir George). do: * behold | ? It is! 

how do'ſt thou uncle? 
Sir Geo. Is it poſſible you can be my niece, Lady 
Maria Amaranth Thunder ? | 

Lady Am. I am the daughter of thy deceaſed 
| brother Loftus; called _ Thunder, but no Lady, 
my name is Mary. 

Sir Geo. But, zounds ! . is all this ? Eh! 
unexpectedly find you ina ftrange houſe, of which 
old Sly here tells me you're miſtreſs, turned Quaker 
and diſclaim your title ! 

Lady Am. 'Thou know'ſt the relation to whoſe 
care my father left me ? 
Sir Geo. Well! I know our couſin, old Dove- 
houſe, was a Quaker! bur I didn't ſuſpect he would 
have made you one. | 

Lady Am. Being now gathered to his fathers, he 
did bequeath unto me his wordly goods ; amongſt 
them, this manſion and the lands around . 

Eph. So thou becom'ſt and continue one of the 
faithful. I am executor of his will, and by it, - 
I cannot give thee, Mary, poſſeſſion of theſe goods 
but on thoſe conditions. 9 

Sir Geo. Tell me of your thee's and thou's, 
Quaker's wills and manſions ! I fay girl, tho on 
Le death of your father, my eldeſt _— Loftus, , 


Earl 


, 
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Earl e from your being a female, his title 
devolved to his next brother, Robert; tho', as a 
woman, you can t be an Earl, nor as a woman you 
can't make laws for your ſex and our ſex, yet as 
the daughter of a Peer, you are, and, by heaven, 
ſhall be called Lady Maria Amaranth Thunder. 

Epb. Thou makeſt too much noiſe, friend. 

Sir Geo. Call me friend and I'll bump your block 
againſt the capſtern. 
Eßpb. Yea, this is a man of danger, and I will 

leave Mary to abide it. - Exit, 

Sir Geo. *Sfire my Lady— 

2 Am. Tick is vanity. 


Enter ZACHARIAN. 


Zach. Shall thy cook, this day, roaſt certain | 
birds of the air, 8 woodcocks, and ribs of 
the oxen likewiſe ? 

Lady Am. All. My uncle 8 with me 
3 and my meal ſhall be a feaſt, friend | 

achariah. 

Zach. My tongue ſhall ſay ſo, friend Mary. 

Sir Geo. ( 'frikes him) Sir George Thunder bids 
thee remember to call your miſtreſs, Lady Ama- 
ranth. 

Zach. V erily, George. | 
Sir Geo. George ſirrah, tho a younger brother, 8 
the honour of knighthood was my reward for 
placing the glorious Britiſh flag over that of a daring 
Noo addreſs me with reſpect. | 

Zach. Yea, I do, good George. Exit. 

Sin Geo. George and Mary! here's levelling, 
here's abolition of title with a vengeance ! zounds | 


in this houſe, they think no more of an Engliſh 5 


Knight than a French Duke. 
Lady Am. Kinſman, be patient, chou, and thy 


ſon, * couſin Henry, whom J have not beheld - 
I think 


A COMEDY. 2 


I think; theſe twelve years, ſhall be wclonine to my 


| dwelling. Where now abideth the youth?  —__ 
Sir Geo. At the Naval Academy, at Portſmouth. 
Lady Am. May I not ſee the young man? 
Sir Geo. What, to make a Quaker of him ?—No, 
no. But, hold, as ſhe's now a wealthy heireſs, her 
marrying my ſon Harry, will keep up and preſerve 
her title in our own family too (aſide). Would'ſt 
thou really be glad to ſee him? thou ſhalt, Mary. 


Ha, ha, ha]! John Dory ( 2 ) re comes mY 
YOu de Chambre. 


Euter Joun Dory. 


Jobn. Why, Sir—ſuch a breeze ſprung wt : 
Sir Geo. Avaſt, old man of war; you muſt j in- 
ſtantly convoy my ſon from Portſmouth. 


John. Then I muſt firſt convoy him to Portſ- 


mouth, for he happens to be out of dock e 

Sir Gee. What wind now ? 

Jobn. You know, on our quitting harbour 
Sir Geo. Damn your ſea aw, you marvellous 
dolphin, give the contents of your 8 in 
plain Engliſh. 


Jobn. The young ſquire has cut and run. 

Hir Geo. What! 

John. Got leave to come to you, and maſter 
didn't find out before yeſterday, that, inſtead of 
making for home, he had ſheer'd off towards 
London, directly ſent notice to you, and Sam has 
traced us all the way here to bring you the news. 

Sir Geo. What, a boy of mine quit his guns ? 
P'll grapple him.—Come John. 

Lady Am. Order the carriage for mine ck 

Sir Geo. No, thank ye, my lady. Let your equi- 
page keep up your own dignity. I've horſes here ; ; 
but I won't knock em up; next village is the 
channel for the ftage—My Lady, I'll bring the 


dog 


$ 
N : 2 - 
4 N N 4 
1 * ——— HA — — * 
— ——j—— — ——— —— Ny re aaa 2 . = n — 
2 — N DC 2 5 


. 


3 | WILD Or S 


dog to you by the bowfprit—Wei A 
crowd fail 1 and 7 . him! 2 
| [Exit 


Bl - Enter EPHRAIM. ( Peeping i in) 


| Eb. The man of noiſe. doth not tarry, then 
my ſpirit is glad. 
Lady Am. Let Sarah prepare chambers for my 


| kinſman, and hire the maàiden for me that thou didſt 


mention. 

Eph. I will; for this damſel i is paſſing fair, and 
hath found grace in mine eyes. Mary, as thou 
art yet a ſtranger in this land, and juſt taken poſ- 
ſeſſion of this eſtate, the laws of ſociety com- 
mand thee to be on terms of amity with thy weal- 
y neighbours. 

Lady Am. Yea; but white I ente rtain the rich, 


the hearts of the poor ſhall alſo rejoice ; I myſelf 1 85 


will now go forth into the adjacent hamlet, and 
invite all that cometh, to hearty cheer. 

Eb. Yea, I will diſtribute among the poor, 
good books, 

Lady Am. And meat and drink too, friend Eph- 
raim. In the fulneſs of plenty they ſhall join in 
thankſgiving for thoſe gifts of which I am ſo un- 
n, [ Exeunt, 


SS SCENE II. 4 R% 

Enter HARRY THUNDER, and Muz follows, Va 
Mu. I ſay Dick Buſkin ! harky, my lad} 
Harry rry. What keeps Rover? f 
Mug. I'm ſure I don't know. As you deſired, 

I paid for our breakfaſt. But the devil's in that 

fellow, every Inn we ſtop at he will always hang 

behind, chattering 1 to the bar-maid, or chamber- | 


maid. | 


* 


Harry. Or any; or no WES? But he' 42 / 


lad. And I love him better, I think, than my 
_ own brother, had J one. 


Muz. Oh! but, Dick, wed; my boy. 


Harry. Stop, Muz.  Tho' 'twas my orders 
when J ſet out on this ſcamper with the players, 


4 0 better to conceal my quality) for you, be- 

ore people, to treat me as your companion; yet, 
at the ſame time, you ſhou'd have had diſcretion 
. enough to remember, when we re alone, that I 


am ſtill your maſter, and ſon to Sir George 
© hunder. \ 


Muz. Sir, I aſk your pardon ; but by making 


 yourlelf my equal, I've got ſo uſed to familiarity, 
that I find it curſt hard to ſhake it off. 

Harry. Well, Sir, pray mind, that familiarity 
is all over now. My fo lic's out, I now throw off 
the player, and ſhall directly return. My father 
muſt by this time have heard of my departure from 
the academy at Portſmouth ; and, tho I was de- 


| luded away by my rage for a little acting, yer 


*twas wrong of me to give the gay old fellow any 
cauſe of uneaſineſs. 


Muz. And, Sir, ſhall y you and I never act an- 


other ſcene together ? Shall I never again play Co- 


lonel Standard for my on benefit ? Never again 


have the honor of caning your Honor 1 in the cha- 
racer of Tom Errand. 

Harry. In future act the part of a * hat and 
coat bruſher, or I ſhall have the honor of kicking 
you in the character of an idle puppy. You were 
a good fervant ; but I find, by: letting you crack 
your jokes and fit in my e you re grown 
-quity a raſcal. 

. Muz. Yes, Sir, 1 was a modeſt, well behaved 


lad]; but evil communication corrupts good man- 
ners. 
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Harry. Begone, Sirrah, 'rill I call for you. 

[ Exit grumbling. 
Harry. Well, if my father but forgives me. — 
This three months excurſion has ſhewn me ſome 
life, and a.deviliſh deal of fun. For one circum- 
ſtance; I ſhall ever remember it with delight. It's 
bringing me acquainted with Jack Rover. How 
Tong he ſtays! Jack ! In this forlorn ſtroller I have - 
diſcovered qualities chat honor human nature, and 
accompliſhments that might grace a Prince. I 
don't know a pleafanter fellow, except when he gets 


to his abominable habit of quotation, I hope he 


wont find the purſe I've hid in his coat pocket, be- 
fore we part. I dread the moment, but it's come. 

Rover. (Without ) «© The briſk li- li-lightning I.” 
Harry. Ay, here's the rattle. Hurried on by the 


impetuous flow of his own volatile ſpirits, his life 


is a rapid ſtream of extravagant whim, and while 


the ſerious voice of humanity prompts his heart to 


the beſt of actions, his features ſhine in laugh and 
* Studying Bayes, ch, Jack? 


Enter ROVER. 


er « J am the bold Thunder.“ 


Harry. ¶(Aſide) Fam, if he knew but all. Keep | 
one ſtanding m the road. 


Rover. Beg your pardon, my dear Dick; but all 


| Fs fault of—Plague on't, that a man can't ſleep 


and breakfaſt at an inn, then return up to his bed- 
chamber for his gloves that he'd forgot; but there 


he muſt find chambermaids thumping feathers and 


knocking: pillows about, and keep one when one 
kas affairs and buſineſs ! Pon my foul, theſe girls 
conduct to us is intolerable. The very thought 
brings the blood into my face, and whenever they 
attempt -to ſerve, provoke me fo, damme but 
I wlll I will—An' as right, Dick ? d 
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1 No; „all in the wrong. 

Rover. No matter, Dick; _ s the univerſal . 
play C all round the wrekin :” but you re ſo con- 
ceited, becauſe by this company you're going to 
yo ar Wincheſter, you are engaged for high tra- 
gedy. 
l Harry. And you for Rangers Plumes, and Fop- 
pingtons. 

Rover. Our firſt play is Lear. I was deviliſh 
imperfect in Edgar t'other night at Lymington. 

I muſt look it over (takes out a ; book. „ Away, 
the foul fiend follows me!“ Hollo! ſtop a mo- 
ment, we ſhall have the whole county after us. 


: ( S 
Harry. What now ? 


Nover. That roſy face chambermaid put me in 
ſuch a paſſion, that, by heaven, I walked out of 
the houſe, and forgot to pay our bill. ( Going. 

Harry. Never mind, Rover, it's paid. 


Rover. Paid ! why, neither 70 nor Muz had 
money enough. No, really! 


Harry. Ha, ha, ha! I tell you, tis. 
Rover. You paid ? Oh, very well. Every ho- 
neſt fellow ſhou'd be a ſtock purſe. Come then, 


let's puſh on now. Ten miles to Wincheſter, we 


ſhall be there by eleven. 
Harry. Our trunks are booked at the inn for the 
Wincheſter coach. 
Rover. © Ay, to foreign climates my old trunk I 
bear. But 1 prefer walking to che Car of Thel- 
is. 
1 Harry. Which is the way ? e 
Rover. Here. 


Harry. Then J go there. 4 Pointing oppoſite. ) 
Rover. Eh! 


Harry. My dear boy, on this ſpot, and at this 
moment, we muſt part. 


ks Rover. | 
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Rover. Part 
Harry. Rover, you wiſh me well. 
Rover. Well, and ſuppoſe ſo. Part, eh! What 


- myſtery and grand! ? What are you at? Do you 


forget, you, Muz, and I, are engaged to Trun- 
cheon, the manager, and that the bills are already 
up with our names to-night to play at Win- 


cheſter ? 


Harry. Jack, you and I have often met on a 
ſtage in aſſumed characters; ; 1f it's your wiſh we 
ſhou'd ever meet again in our real ones, of ſincere 
friends, without aſking whither I go, or my mo- 
tives for leaving you, when I wal up this road, 


do you turn down that. 


| Rover. Joke 

Harry. I'm ſerious. Good b'ye ! 

| Rover. If you repent your engagement with 
Truncheon, I'll break off too, and go with you 
wherever Takes him under the arm.) 

Harry. Attempt to follow me, and even our ac- 
quaintance ends. 

Rover. Eh! 
Harry. Don't think of my reaſons, only that it 
muſt be. | 

Rover. Have 1 done any thing to Dick Buſkin ? 


leave me! (< Turns and puts his handkerchief to his 


eyes.) 
Harry. Iam as much concern'd as ou to—Good 


bye 


Rover. I can't even bid him won't neither 
If any cauſe cou'd have given.—Farewel, 
Harry. Bleſs my: por fellow! Adieu. (Silently 
W P 
[ Exeunt ſeveral ways, 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 
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ACT I. 


SCENE I. 4 Village, a Farm Houſe, and near it, 


Cottage. 


Enter Farmer GAMMON, and EPHRAIM. 


. F Gam, W ELL, Maſter Ep I may 
depend on thee, as you Quakers never break your 
words. 

Eph. I have ſpoken to Mary, and che, at my 
requeſt, conſenteth to take thy daughter, Jane, as 

her handmaid. | 
| F. Gam.Very good of you. _ 

Eph. Goodneſs I do like, and alſo—comely 
Jane (Aſide). The maiden, I will prefer for the 
fake of—myſelf (Aide). \ 

F. Gem. I intended to make a preſent to the per- 
ſon that does me ſuch a piece of ſervice; but I 
ſhan't affront you with it. 

Eph. I am meek and humble, and muſt rake 
affronts. : 

F. Gam. Then here's a guinea, maſter Ephraim. 

Eph. I expected not this ; ; bur there is no harm 
in a guinea, Exit. 
F. Gam. So I ſhall get my children off my 
hands. —My ſon, Sim, is robbing me day and 
night, — giving away my corn and what not among 
the poor.—My daughter Jane—when girls have 
nought to do, this love-miſchief creeps into their 
minds, and then hey! they're for kicking up their 
heels,—Sim | (Calling). | 


1 Enter 


— . — 
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| Enter Siu. | 1 


e ee 
F. Gam. Call your ſiſter. 


Sim. Jane, feyther wants you. e 
Buer Janz, from the Houſe, with Limen he had 
. been working. 
Jane. Did you call me?: | . 


F. Gam. I often told you both, but it's now 


ſettled; you muſt go out into the world and work 
your breadt. 


Sim. Well, feyther, whatever you think right, 


£7 muſt be ſo, and I'm content. 


Fane. And I'm ſure, feyther, I'm willing to do 
as you d have me. 
F. Gam. There's ingratitude tbe you! When 
my wife died, I brought you both up from the 
thell, and now you want to 7 off and forſake 
me. 
Sim. Why, no; I'm willing to live with you all 
my days. 
Jane. And Tm ſure, feyther, i ; it's your deſire 
Fl never part from you. 
F. Gam. What, you want to hang upon me like 
2 couple of leeches, ay, to ſtrip my branches, and 
leave me a withered hawthorn ! See who's yon. 
| I Erxit. Siu. 
Jane, Ephraim Sniodth has hired you: for Lady 


2 Amatanth. 


+ Jane. O Lack! Then 1 ſhall live i in the great 

-hbuſe.  . * | 

F. Gam. Ay, ind Hark come in for her caſt 

. cloaths. 3 . 

Juane. But ſhe's a quaker and I'm high, every 
| Sünde for church, 1 e much finer than her 
wy LD | 

7 7. Gam. be 
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Fi. Gam. She has ſent us all preſents of good 
books, (Gives her one), to read a chapter in. 
That, when one's. in a PING. gives a mon 


- ' patience. 


Fane. Thank her good 18 

F. Gam. My being incumbred with you both is 
the cauſe why old Banks won't give me his ſiſter. . 

Fane. That's a pity. If we "muſt have a ſtep- 
mother, Madam Amelia wou'd make us a very 


ood one. But I-wonder how ſhe can refuſe you, 


eyther, for I'm ſure ſhe muſt think you a very 


portly man in your ſcarlet veſt and new. ſcratch. 
You can't think how parſonable you'd look, if 
you'd only ſhave twice a week, and put ſixpence 


in the poer- box. ( Retires reading ) 


F. Gam. However, if Banks {till refuſes, I have 


him in my power. Il turn them both out of their 
;. cottage yonder, and the bailiff ſhall provide them 
4 with a * | 


Enter Banks. © 


Well, neighbour Banks, once for all, am 1 to o marry 
your ſiſter? 

Banks. That ſhe beſt knows, 

F. Gam. Ay, but ſhe fays ſhe wont. - 


Banks. Then I dare ſay ſhe wont; for tho“ a 


woman, I never knew her to ſpeak what ſhe 
didn't think, 


F. Gam. Then ſhe won't bers me? A fine 
thing this, that you and ſhe, who are little better 


khan paupers, dare be fo damn'd ſaucy ! 


| Banks, Why, farmer, I confeſs we re poor: but 


while that's the worſt our enemies can ſay of us, 


| we' re Content. 


F. Gam, Od, dom it! 3 with Thinknow:e atk 
fir occaſion to quarrel with him; I'd make him 
oy content 


7 —— 


PL 
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content with: a devil to him; I'd knock'en "ol 
p * him to 5 and— Bat ll be N 8 with yy" 


: 


Euter S151. e 


1 Oh, 3 here's one Mr. Lat | 
ringleader of Showfolks come from Andover. to 
act in our village. He wants a barn to Play i in, if 
you'll hire him yourn. oy 
F. Gam, Surely, boy. I'll never refuſe money. 

But, leſt he ſhould engage the great room in the 
inn, run thou and tell Him Stop, PII g9 myſelk 
A ſhortcut through that garden. — 

Banks. Why, you, or any neighbour 1 is welcome 
do walk in it, or to partake of what it produces, 

but making it a common thoroughfare 1s— 

F. Cam. Here, Sim, kick open chat | pra gate. 

Banks. What? | 
F. Gam. Does the lad hear? 

Sim. Why, yes, yes. | rar 
F. Gam. Does the fool 8 ?. 9 
Sim. Dang it, I'm as yet but young; but if un- 
derſtanding teaches me how to wrong my neigh- 
bour, I hope I may never live to moan of diſcre- 
tion. | 
- "'F, Gam. W hat, 20m cur, do you diſobey your 
£ ſeyther | * Burſt 28 the garden gate as I command 

vou. 

Sim. Feythei r, he that made both you and the 
'garden, commands me not to e the unfor- 
tun ate. . 

E Ga. Here” s an ungracious rogue Then 3 
muſt do it myſelf (advances). 

Banks. (Stands before i). Hold, eb or. 


Small as this ſpot is, it's now my only poſſeſſion: 


and the man firſt take Th ee 0 ns a foot 
e will. 3 51 4 
; OT RY F. Gam: 


. Gaui. Fm i in SY 2 by 9 


Fant. (Comes forward. F cy if you' rin a 
paſſion, read the good book you Pe me. 


F. Gam. Plague of the wench | But, you huſſey, 


rd you, you unlucky bird 


Eat. Sin, and, Ms : 


wy A PU: 4 Rain: ) Enter Rover deb. 


' Rover. Zounds ! here's a pelting ſhower and FE ; 
lter! Poor Tom's a cold,” I'm wet thro'--OQh, 


\ere's a fair promiſing houſe. (Going io Gammon ). 
F. Gam. (Stops him.) Hold, my lad. Can't let 
| folks þ in till I know who they a are. There's a pub- 
lic houſe not above a mile on. 
Banks. Step in here, young man ; my fire is 
ſmall; but it ſhall cheer you with a hearty wel- 
come. 


Gain, And the ſubſtantial farmer! (Kneels) 
Hear, Nature, dear goddeſs, hear! If ever you 
7, 1 05 to make his corn- fields fruitful, change 
tet purpoſe ; that; from the blighted ear no 


a. 


Rover. (To. Baiks. ) The poor cottager! ( To 


de A, map fall to fat his fubble gboſe—and, when 


© to town he drives his hogs, fo like himſelf, oh, 


t let him feel the ſoaking rain, then may he curſe | | 


© his crime' too late, and know how ſharper than a 
* ſerpent s tooth tis“ Damme, but I'm ſpouting 
in the rain all this time. 


[Famps ap and runs into BANKS's. | 


Fl Gaim, Ay, neighbour, you'll ſoon ſcratch a 
| beggar s head if you harbour every mad v 
This may be one of the footpads, that, it eems, 
hive got about the ook but I'll have an exe- 
oution, and ſeize on thy goods, this day, my chari- 
table 57: pa Eh, by 8e fun 

| Cleared up. 


e out, qui ; 


| 'D og Emer 


we ne 
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: is Euer Jann: | 
Jane. TY Erler, if there den r coming bee, 


che village © 9 
F. Cam. Ah, thou huſſeyl FVV. 
June. Bleſs me, feyther! No time for anger 
now. Here's lady. Amaranth's chariot, drawn by 


| her nor grand long taiPd horfes.—La ! it ſtops. 


F. Gam, Her Ladyſhip is coming out, and walks 
this way.—She may SH to reſt herſelf in- m 
houſe. Jane, we muſt always make rich folks 


welcome. 


Jane. Dear mie, Til run in and get things 94 
rights. But, feyther, your cravat and wig. are” 
got ſo rumplified with your croſs grain d tanta- 
_— tie your neck in a big beau, and for your 
g, if there is any flower in the drudging box— 
( adjuſts them and runs into * . 
'F Gam „ Oh! the bail too that L cngiged. 


i 1 Euer orca. 


„ 


5 Gam. 3 now 11 be's LIN wy he's | 
—zounds 1 "ae. Lain PI Mg to You anon. TE. 
Lady AMARANTH, CSE 9 
"Daly a ikea, eck whom 1 have taken tor 
We tony {aro ag, 8 5 e 1 
N am Ay o het mother ſay'd, ant le aſe 2 
Your ladyſhip. wy p a 8 Re 
"Lady Am. Bpbraim Smooth aequdingerh me thou 
vartia wealthy yeoman. 5 
A Why, my 6 I Pay my rent. 


2 
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Lady Am, Being yet a ſtranger on my eſtate 
around here, I have paſſed through thy hamlet to 
_behold with mine own eye, the diſtreſſes of my Poor | 
Tenants. 1 with to relieve their wants. 2 

. Gam. Right, your Ladyſhip: for charity hides 
© deal of fins. "How good-of you to think of the | 

or! that's ſo like me. I'm always contriving 
We 6 to ive my not <p muſt IF Yanks 
"8 © * (apart to Twitch.) | 
DOR, Ih Buer Jann. 5 05 N 5 
| ' pleaſe vou, will your ladyſhip, e enter 
our 1 elling and reſt your ladyſhip in 

feyther's great cane —_ elbow chair with a 
Hoh back. (Curtſies.) | 7 
F. Gam. Do, my lady. 'To en ſo great a 
85 body from her own chariot is an h6nour I dreamt 
not Le tho“, for the hungry and weary foot tra- 
veller, my doors are Aways open and my morſel 
ready. Knock; when | he comes. out, touch him. 
2 A ide fo T. witch 5 5 
Lach Am. Thou art benevolent, and [ wil enter | 
thy dwelling with fatisfaftion. 
Jans. O preciqus This way, my lady. 
I T Exeunt all but Twrre H. 
Twitch. Eh, where's the warrant? F Fol his . 
| and knocks « at 6 als door. 9 


. with Enten Dain Ks. | | 
Banks. Malter T Twitch! What' 8 your bens 
with me? | | 
Twitch. Only a little affair here againſt vou. 
| | _ x Banks. Me! | 
9 T witch. Yes; Farmer Gammon has bought” 3 
Ol thitry pf ay note of hand of yours. 5 
Indeed! Well, I didn't think his malice 
| cul haye ſtretched ſo far—1 thought the love he 


J D 2 Dos profelſeq 


42 
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profeſſed for my Gan m might—why, it 3 tru 

maſter Twitch, to lend our indigent cottagers wal 
ſums when they ve been unable” to pay their rents, 
J got lawyer Quirk to procure me this money, .ani 
hoped their induſtry would have put it in my power 
to take up my note before now. However, I'll go 
round and try what they can do, then call on oY 
and ſettle it. | 
'- Twitch. You muſt go with me. | | 

Rover. (Without. ) Old gefitleman come quick, | 
or I'll draw another bottle of your-currant wine. 

Twitch. You'd beſt not make a ms He come, 
7 Top Banks h 


+ * 
* 
928 
N 


' Fic Borg. 

© Rover. Oh, you” re here ? Rain over—quite fine 
All take a ſniff of the open ajr r00-—Ph, what's 
the matter? 

Twitch. What's that to vou? 

Rover. What's that to me ? Why, you' re a 459 
pnmannerly— 

Twitch.- Oh, here's a reſcue! > 

e Nay, my dear fir, I'd wiſh you not jo 

ring Tourſelf? into trouble about me. 

__— Now, fince you don't ae eh 8 eivil, 
ir the debt's not paid directly, to jai ; 
Rover. My kind, hoſpitable fs "man, to 
Jai | What's the amount, you © ndrel, | 

Twitch, Better words, or Il 5 

Rover. Stop; utter you a word good or 1 
except to telF me what's your demand u oſt this 

ntleman, and I'll give you the greateſt beating 
you ever got fince the hour you commenced raſcal. 

in a low tone). | | 
4 Twitch, Why, maſter, 1 don” t want to L quarrel 
| vic you becauſe ? 


* 


Rover, 


Rover. You Ul get nothing by it. Do 1 know, 
you villain, that ] am this moment the grout man 
vin ? ny 

Twitch. Who, pr ray ? IN | | 

Rover. amthe bold Thunder! Pr Sirrak, know 
that I carry my 5 of gold in my coat- pocket. 
Tho- dam' me if I know fow a purſe came there 

afide and takes it out.) There's twenty pictures of 
$ Majeſty ; therefore, in the King's name, I free 
his liege ſubject, 0. takes Banks away ) and now who 
am I? Ah, ah! | 

T: witch. Ten pieces mort, my maſter; but if 
you're a houſekeeper I'll rake this and your bail. 
Rover. Then for bail ne muſt haye 2 houſe, 
Fefe ? date 8 to be done? | 


| Enter GAMMON. 1 
Ah, here's old Hoſpitality ! I know you've 4 


ouſe, tho' your fire-ſide was too warm for me. 

okye, here's ſome rapacious, griping raſcal, has 
had this worthy gentleman arreſted, Now a cer- 
tain, good for nothing, rattling fellow has paid 
twenty guineas, you paſs your word for the other 

nine, we'll ſtep back into the old gentleman's 
friendly houſe, and over his currant wine, our firſt 
toaſt ſhall be, liberty to the honeſt debtor, and con- 
. to the hard hearted creditor. 

Cam. I ſhan't. 

| Rover. Shan't ! What's your 1 name ? 

. Gam. Gammon! 


Nover. Gammon! Dem we, you'! re the ie Ein | 
ftire hog. 


Exit. F. e | 


85 death! How ſhall I do to extficate— ? 
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Enter Lady AMARANTH, from Gammon” "i 


245 An. What tumult's this? 
Rover. A lady Ma' am, your moſt obedient 


humble ſervant. (Bous) A quaker too! T hey are 


generally kind and humane, and that face is the 


| pr ologue to a play of a thouſand good acts may 


ſhe'd help us here. (4d) Mz'am, you muſt 
reaps ee: I—no—this gentleman—I mean 

this Grofiggan and I—He got a little behind hand, 
as every honeſt, well principled man often may, 


from — bad haryeſts and rains lodging corn —and 


his cattle from murrain, and—rot the murrain! 
vou know this is the way all this affair happened 
(io Banks) and then up ſteps this gentleman (v0 
Twitch) with a—a tip in his way—madam, you 
underſtand? And then in ſteps I—with my a 
In ſhort, madam; I am the worſt ſtory teller in the 


| world where myſelf is the hero of the tale. 


Twitch. Mr. Banks has been arreſted for thirty 
pounds, and this gentleman has paid twenty going | 


ol the debt. 


. My litigious neighbour to | expoſe me 


he Am. The young man and maiden within, 
have ſpoken well of thy ſiſter, and pictured thee 
as a man of irreproachabſe morals though un- 
fortunate. 

Rover. Madam, he's the honeſteſt fellow —1 ve 
known him aboye forty years, he has the beſt hand 
at ſtirring a . ag; Was only to taſte his 
currant wine, 

Banks. Madam, I never af pied to an enviable 
rank 1 in life: but hitherto pride and prudence kept 
me above the reach of pity: but obligations from 


i 8 f 
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5 2 Am. He really a ſtranger, and attempt to 


free 8 ? But, feng (io Rover 7. thou haſt aſſumed 


_ a'right which here belongeth alone to me. As I enjoy 


che bleflings which theſe lands produce, I own alſo 
the heart delighting priviledge of diſpenſing thoſe 
bleſſings to the wretched. Thou mad'ſ thyſelf my 
worldly banker, and no caſh of mine in thine hands 


(takes a note from a pocket book) but thus 1 balance 


our account (ers it). 


Rover. «© Madam, my maſter pays me, nor 8 
I ſtake money from another hand without injur- 
* ing his honour and diſobeying his commands. 


«Run, run, Orlando, carve on every tree 


« The fair, the chaſte, the unexpreſlive ſhe. p. 


[ Runs of. 
Banks. But, ſir, I inſiſt you'll return him his 


. money (to Twitch ) Stop! (Going. ) 


"Twitch. Ay, Stop! (Holds the ſeirt of ls coat. » 
Lady Am. Where dwelleth he? 


Barks, 1 fancy, where he can, Madam. 4 un 


derſtand, from his diſcourſe, that he was on his 
way to join a company of actors in the next town. 


Lady Am. A profane ſtage-player with ſuch # . '/ 
gentle, generous ſome: Yet ſo whimſically wild, 


Hke the unconſcious roſe, modeſtly ſhrinking ftom 
the recollection of its own grace and Pn 5 


1 JANE, from the voll. more dreft. 
Jane. Now, my lady, I'm fit to attend yolir 


ladyſhip. I look fo genteeliſh mayhap her lady- | 


"ſhip may take me home with her. | 
Lach Am. This maiden may find out for me 
*whither he goeth. (fide) Call on my ſteward, and 
N legal demands ſhall 5 ſatisfied. SS 
Ert a 15 . NE Twitch. 


N A * \ 
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Jain... Here, conch drive up my. WR” 
thariot, nearer to bur door. (Calls of) Cha K 
ſhe'd take me with her, la! how all the folks will 
; Rare. (ade) Madam, tho” the roads are ſo very 

duſty, I'll walk all the way on foot to your Iady- 
 thip's houſe—ay, tho' I ſhould ſpoil my bran new 
petticoat. 
Lach Am. Rather in ſully thy oarment, thout 
ſhalt be ſeated by me. 

Fane. Oh, your ladyſhip \—Ecod, if I didn't b 
think fo(ef 8 
Enter Siu. 


Here you Sim, order the charott for us. 
Sim. Us! Come, come, Jes I've the firtle tilt 
cart to carry . 
ane. Cart 
Am: Friend; be cheerful; chine and thy 
alter $ forrows ſhall be but ar April ſhower. 


ND Wr Mts ee 1 
1 5 
SCENE II. pry an Inn. Eu, Rovxn al... 
WAITER. | 3 


15 " River: Hillo1 friend, when Sees the coach fer 
: our for London? 
- : Waiter. In about an hour; fir; 
Rover. Has the Wincheſter coach paſſed 7 5 
Waiter. No, ſir. | 5 [Exit | 
Rover: That's lucky! Then my trunk is here 
ſtill. Go 1 will not. Since ;I'ye loſt! the fellow- 
ſhip of my friend Dick, I'll travel no more, III 
try a London audience, who Knows but 1 may get 
an engagement. This celeſtial lady quaker! She 
muſt be rich, and ridiculous for ſich a poor dog as 
as I am, even to think of her. How Dick Would 
laugh at me if he knew—I dare ſay by this ſhe has 
releaſed my kind hoſt from the 8 ſhould 
like to be certain, tho”, 8 
Enter 


A CO -W 


Enter Laxbloxp. 


Landl. You'll dine here, fir? I'm honeſt Bob 
Johnſtone ; kept the ſun theſe twenty . * 
cellent dinner on table at two. 

Rover. © Yet my love indeed is appetite, I'm as 

* hungry as the ſea, and can digeſt as much.“ 

Land!. Then you won't do for my ſhilling ordi- 
nary, fir, there's a very good ordinary at the 
Saracen's head, at the end of the town. Shouldn't 
have thought indeed, hungry foot travellers to eat 
like—coming, fir. [ Exit. 
Kover. I'll not join this company at Wincheſter. 
No, I'll not ſtay in the country * even to 
expect a look, (except of ſcorn) from this lady. 
I will take a touch at a London theatre. The pub- 
lic there, are candid and generous, and before my 
merit can have time to create enemies, I'll fave 
mne, and, “ a fig for the ſultan and ſophy.” 


Enter Jaxt at the back, and S1M watching * 


. Ay, that's he! 5 

KNover. But if I fall, by PE I'll overwhelm 
the manager, his empire, and“ himſelf in one 
prodigious ruin. ; 

Fane. Ruin! Oh lord ! (runs back.) \ 

Sim. What can you expect when you follow 
young men? I've dodged you all the way. 

Jane. Well! wasn'tI ſent? 


Sim. Oh yes, you were ſent—vyery likely. Who 4 
ſent you? 


Jane. It was won't tell it's my lady, cauſe me 
bid me not (ade). i 


Sim. I'll keep you from ſheame—a, 3 life 1 
mould have in & pariſh, rare fleering, if a ſiſter of 
moine ſhould __ ſome 3 at "church, in a 


"white 
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white ſheet, and to all their flouts what could, | 


I ſay? 
| Rover: Thus. «I ſay my fiſter's wrong'd, my 
« ſiſter Blowſabella, born as high and noble as the 
ce attorney—do her juſtice, or by the gods, I'll lay 
« a ſcene of blood, ſhall make this haymow hor- 
« ribleto Beebles,” — << Say that, Chamont.” 
Sim. I believe it's full moon. You go hoame 20: 
your place, and moind your buſineſs. 
Jane. My lady will be ſo pleaſed I found him! 1 
don't wonder at it, he's ſuch a fine ſpoken man. 
Sim. Dang it !. Will you ſtand here grinning at 
the wild bucks. You ſaucy ſlut, to keep me and 


the cart there waiting for you at the end of the 


lane. 

Fane. Never mind him, fir; it's becauſe my 
lady gave me a ride in her coach that makes the 
boy ſo angry. | 

Rover. Then you are Kaſtril, the angry boy?“ 

Lim. So was the prime miniſter till he got him- 
ſelf ſhaved. | 

Fane. Perhaps the gentleman might wiſh to ſend 
her Jadyſhip a compliment. An't. pleaſe you, 
fir, if it's even a kiſs between us two, it ſhall go 
ſafe; for, though you ſhould give it me, brother 
Sim then can take it to my lady. 

Rover. I kiſs'd thee &er I kill'd thee.” 4 

Fane. Kill me! 

Rover. No way but this killing myſelf to Ke 
« upon a kiſs !”* (advancing) = 

Sim. (interpoſing) And you walk home, my for. 
ward miſs. ¶ mimicꝶs.) 

Nover. I've heard of your painting too: you 
gig, you lip, you amble, and * God's 


| « creatures.” 


n. Why, who told n ſhe eall'd me an aſs ? | 
| | Rover. 


- 
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Nover. Oh that the town clerk was here to 


ce write thee down an aſs! but though not written 


ce down in black and white, remember, thou'rt an 


« aſs.” 

Jane. Yes, fir; I'll remember it. . 

Sim. Go! (to Jane, ——puts ber out. * l 

Rover. Ay; to a nunnery go to.“ Im curſedhy 
out of ſpirits; but hang ſorrow, 1 may as well 
divert myſelf.— Tis meat and drink for me to 
ſee a clown.“ Shepherd, was't ever at court: 25 

Sim. Not J. 

Rover. © Then thou art damm'd, 5 

Sim. Eh! 

Rover. Ay! © thou art damn'd like an ill roaſted 
egg—all on one ſide.” Little Hoſpitality | 

5 Cooking out. 


Euter Farmer ike, 


F. Gam. Eh, Where's the ſhowman that wants to 
hire my barn? So, madam Jane, I place her out 
to ſarvice, and inſtead of attending her miſtreſs, 
ſhe gets galloping all about the village How 8 
this, "Jon © ? 

Rover. Your ſon? Young. Clodpate, take 
him to your wheat-ſtack, and there teach him 


manners. 


F. Gam. Ah, thou'rt the fellow that would bolt 
out of the dirty roads into people's houſes. Ho, 


ho, ho! Sim's ſchooling 1s mightily thrown away 


if he hasn't more manners than thou. 

Sim. Why, feyther, it is! Gadzooks, he be 
one of the play! Acted Tom Fool in King Larry 
at Lymington to'ther night I thought I know'd 
the face, thof he had a ſtraw cap, and a blanket 


about'n—Ho, ho! how I chat was when you 


ſaid 


a 


1 | Rover. 


CY 


him, faysI to myſe 
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Rover. © Pillicock fat UPOB Pillicock hill, 3 | 
15 i—loo, loo !? 

Sim. That's it! He s at it! ( Claps ) laugh, 
feyther. 
F. Gam. Hold your tongue, boy ein: he” O 
no better than he . be. The moment I ſaw 
If, you are a rogue. | 
Rover, There you ſpoke truth for once in your 
liſe. | 

F. Gam. I'm glad to hear you confeſs it, But 
her ladyſhip ſhall have the VAgrants whipt out of 
the country. 

Rover. Vagrant! © Thou wretch ! deſpite o'er- 
“ whelm thee!” © Only ſquint, and by heaven, 
« I'll beat thy blown body till it rebounds like a 


..< tennis ball.” 


Sim. Beat my feyther! No, no. Thou muſt 


firſt beat me. (puts himſelf in a poſture of defence.) 


Rover. ( Aſide with great feeling.) © Tho' love 


ee cool, friendſhip fall off, brothers divide, ſubjects 


cc rebel, Oh! never let the ſacred bond be crackt 
ce *twixt ſon and father!“ —I ne'er new a father's 


protection, never had a father to protect. . bis 
Handterchicf to his eyes.) 


Sim, Ecod ! he's not acting e 


Enter LANDLORD, with a Book, Pen, and Ink. 


F. Gam. Landlord, is this Mr. Lamp here? 

Landl. I've juſt opened a bottle or him and 
t Cother in the parlour, 

Rover. Go, father, with thy ſon, give him a - 
« livery more guarded than his fellows.” _ 

Sim. Livery !. Why, I be no farvant man, tho” 
ſiſter Jane is.- Gi's thy hand. (To Rover) I don't 
know how tis; but I think I could looſe my life for 
him; but musn't let et feyther be lickt tho'——No, no! 


4 Going, | 
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(Ging, turns and looks at Rover.) Ecod, J ne er 
thall forget Pillicock 
|  [Exeunt Farmer Gummin; RO Sim. 
Rover. Thou art an honeſt reptile, I'll make my 
entree on the London boards in Bayes, yes, I ſhall 
have no compariſon againſt me. Egad, it's very 
« hard that a gentleman and an author can't come 
« to teach them, but he muſt break his noſe, 
« and and all that—but—-ſo the Players are 
gone to dinner.“ | 
Landl. No ſuch people frequent the ſun, I affure 
ou. 
. Rover. © Sun, moon, and ſtars 1” —Now mind 
the eclipſe Mr. Johnſon. _ 
Landl. I heard nothing of it, fir. 
Rover. © There's the ſun between the earth and 
cc moon—there's the moon between the earth and 
; © the ſun, tol, lol, lol! dance the hay! luna 
„ means to ſhew. her tail.” 


Enter W A1TER. 


Waiter. T'wo gentlemen in the parlour wou'd 
ſpeak with you. 
 Kover. I attend them, were they Oy times 
our mother.” 
Landl. Sir, you 80 in the ſtage; as we book the 
paſſengers, what name? | 
Rover. I am the bold Thunder.” [ Exit. 
Landl. (writing) Mr. Thunder. 


Enter JohN Dokx. 


Jobn. I want two places in the ſtage coach, be- 
cauſe I and another gentleman are going a voyage. 

Landl. Juſt two vacant, what name? 

John. Avaſt! I go aloft. But let's ſee who'll be 
my maſter's meſs mates in the cabin: (reads) 
Captain Muccolah, Counſellor Fazacherly, Miſs 
Goſling, Mr. Thunder. What's this? ſpeak man! 
is e one of chat name going ? 

Tanal. 


na 3 | I 


——  — 


2 


4 
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Tana. Booked him this minute. 


Jobn. If our voyage ſhou'd now be at an Wend | 


before we begin it? —if this Mr. Thunder ſhould 

be my maſter's ſon !—what rate is this n 
Landl. Rate !— | 
Jun. What fort of a gentleman i is he ? 


Landl. Ohl a rum ſort of a gentleman ; BY ſuſpect 


he's one of the player's. 
John. True; Sam ſaid it was ſome player' D peo- 


ple coaxed him away from Portſmouth ſchool. It 


muſt be the {quire—ſhew m me where he's moored, 
my old purſer. 
[Exh ſinging, at Landlord follewig. 


SCENE III. A Room in the Inn. 
Lame and TRA (diſcovered drinking). 


Trap. This ſame farmer Gammon ſeems a ſurly 


ſpark. 

Lamp. No matter. His barn will hold a good 
Zol. and if I can but engage this young fellow, 
this Rover, he'll cram it every night he plays. 


He's certainly a deviliſh good actor. Now, Trap, 


you muſt enquire out a carpenter, and be briſk 
about the building. I think we ſhall have ſmart 
buſineſs, as we ſtand ſo well for pretty women too. 
Oh, here he is! | 


Trap. Snap him at any terms. 


Enter RovkR. 


Rover. Gentlemen, your moſt obedient— The 
waiter told me— 


Lamp. Sir, to our better acquaintance. (Alls. 15 


y- 


Rover. I don't recollect I have the honour of | 


knowing— 


Lamp. 


A COMEDY, mw 
Lamp. Mr. Rover, tho' I am a frrangerto 3 you, 


your merit is none to me. 
| Rover. Sir! (bows,) | 

Lamp. Yes, Sir, my name is Lamp; 1 am ma- 
nager of the company of comedians that's come 
down here, and Mr. Trap is my treaſurer, engages 
performers, ſticks bills, finds properties, keeps 
box-book, prompts play, and takes the towns. 

Trap. The moſt reputable company, and charm- 
ing money getting circuit. (apart to Rover 1. 

Rover. Havn't a doubt, fir. 

Lamp. Only ſuffer me to put up your name to 
play with us fix nights, and twelve guineas are 
yours. 

Rover. Sir, I thank you, and muſt confeſs your 
offer is liberal ; but my friends have flattered me 
Into a ſort of opinion that encourages me to take a | 

; touch at the capital. | 1 

Lamp. Ah, my dear, Mr. Rover, a London 9 
Theatre is dangerous ground. | 4 
Rover. Why, I may fail, and gods may groan, ' | 
and ladies drawl, © La, what an awkward crea- | 2 
ture! But ſhould 1 top my part, then ſhall gods 
applaud, and ladies ſigh © The charming fellow l | 
and treafurers ſmile upon me as they. count the 
ſhining guineas ! 

Lamp. But, ſuppoſe— | | 

Rover. Ay, ſuppoſe the contrary, I have a eer- 

tain friend here, in my coat pocket (puts his hand 
in his pocket) Eh! zounds! where, is—oh, the 
devil! I gave it to diſcharge my kind hoſt—. 

vin for London, and not maſter of five N 

fee) < Sir, to return to the twenty pounds.“ 
. Twenty pounds. Well, E. it be ſo. 
Rover. Sir, I engage with you, call a reh 
| when and where ow pleaſe, PII a, 


— 


- 
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Lamp. Sir, I'll ſtep for the caſt-book, and you 
ſhall chooſe your characters. | 
Trap. And, fir, I'll write out the play-bill 

directly. 5 
[ Exeunt Lap and 7. rap. 
eder. Since I muſt: remain here ſometime, and 
Pve not the moſt diſtant hope of ever ſpeaking to 
this goddeſs again, I wiſh I had enquired her name; 


chat I might know how to keep out of her way. 


Euter Joun Dory, and LANDLORD. 


Landl. There's the gentleman. | 8 

John. Very well. [Exit Landlord. 
What cheer, ho! maſter ſquire ? VVV 

Rover. Cheer, ho! my hearty! | 

Fohn. The very face of his father ! And an't 
you aſham'd of yourſelf ? 

Rover. Why, yes, Iam ſometimes. : 

Jobn. Do you know, if I had you at the gang- 
ways, I'd give you a neater dozen than ever mou 
got from your ſchoolmaſter's cat-a-nine tails ? 

Rover. You woudn't ſure ? | 4 

Jobn. I wou'd ſure. | 

Nover. Indeed ?—Pleaſant enough ! who is this 
genius ? | 

Jobn. Ive diſpatched a ſhallop t to tell Lady Ama- 
ranth you're here. | 

" Rover. Youhay nt? | 

John. J have. 

Rover. Now, who the Wir Lady Amaranth. 

. John. I expect her chariot every moment, and 
when it comes, you'll get into it, and I'll get into 
it, and I'll ſet you down genteely at her houſe; 
then I'Il have Hg? my orders, and I hope your 
father will be ſatisfie 

N My father! who' $ he 280 * 


£1.39 


; John, 


a 
- . 
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John. Pfhaw 1 leave off your fun, and prepare to 
alk his pardon. 

. Rover, Ha, ha, ha! Why, my worthy friend, 
you are totally wrong in this affair. Upon my word 
* m not the perſon you take me for. (going. 

John. You dont go, tho' they ve got your name 
down 3 in the ſtage coach book, Mr. Thunder. 
Rover. Mr. Thunder! ſtage coach book! 
(pauſes) ha, ha, we y his muſt be ſome . curious | 
blunder. 

John. Oh | my Ja, your father, Sir George, 
will change your note. | 

Rover. He muſt 1 ov» me one firſt, Sir George! 1 
then my father is a night it ſeems; ha, ha, ha! 
very good faith! pon my honour, I am not che 
gentleman that you think me. 

Jobn. J ought not to think you any gentleman 
for giving your honour in a falſehood. Oh! ! them 
play actors you went amongſt have quite ſpoiled 
you. I with only one of em wou'd come in my 
way. I'd teach em to bring a gentleman's fon. 

. rymboozing about the country. 


W 4 


Enter STAGE Conennar. 


Coach. Any paſſengers. here for the balloon, 
| coach ? 


Rover. I was going; but by the care of bandes 
by, prevented was.“ 


John. Ay; that was my care—T don” t fail either, 
fo you may weigh anchor without us. 


7 Enter Warrrx. 1 
Waiter. Her ladyſhi 's chariot's at the door, and > 


I fancy it's you, fir, coachman wants. . 
Jahn. Yes, it's me. I attend your honor. 
© Rower, Then you ne on it that I n - 


— 


N 
. 
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Joby. 1 inſiſt on nothing, only you ſhall come, 

Rover. Indeed! Shall! Shall is a word dont 
ſound over agreeable to my ears. 

Jobn. Does a pretty girl ſound well to your ear ? 

Rover. More muſic in the clink of her horſes 
hoofs than twenty hautboys. oy Why, is this oy 
Thing-o-me pretty? 

Jobn. Beautiful as a mermaid, and ſtately 2 as a 
ſhip under fail. ; 

32 A beautiful woran ! Oh, Le) a ſight! 


talk of coronations !” 


Jobn. Coronation ! zounds ! what are you think- 


ing of? 


Rover. was thinking of a ſide-ſaddle.” 7 
John. Side-ſaddle ! wh dam'me, we go in a 

coach. 

Rover. —Ega d! I've a mind to humour the 

frolic— Well, e I'll ſee your mermaid. But 

then on the inſtant of my appearance the miſtake 


muſt be diſcover d. (aſide) Harky, is this father of 


mine you talk of at this lady's ? 


Jobn. No. Your father's in chace of the de- 
ſerters. I find he's afraid to face the old one, ſo, 


if I tell him, he won't go with me (aſide). No, 
no, we ſhan't ſee him in a hurry, 


Rover. Then I'll venture. Has the lady ever 
ſeen me ? 


Jobn. Pſha none of your jokes man ; you know 70 


that her ladyſhip, no more than myſelf, has ſet 


eyes upon you ſince you was the vine of a 


 Rumbo Canakin. a 


Rover. The choice is made 1 hve my Ranger” 8 


dreſs, in my trunk Couſin of eta 


ou ſage, grave man!“ 

Jobn. What? 8 

Rover. © Since you wil bardle W on my 8 
5 back, to bear her burthen, whether I will or no, 


© I muſt 
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ee I muſt have patience to 1 the load ? but 
cc if black ſcandal, or foul faced” —— 
John. Black! my foul face was as fair as your” 8 
| before I went to ſea. 5 
* Rover. © Your mere enforcement ſhall acquit- 
- 5© ranice me... | 
John. Man, don't ſtand preaching parſon Sacks 
come to the chariot. : 
Rover. Ay, to the chariot! « Bear me, Buce- | 
phos, among the ac for the Tygris !” 
[ Exennt, 


78 b oF THE SBOOND ACT | 


e 


M = FS 


ACT m. 


scx I. Lady Amazanra's Hoe. 


Enter Lady AMARANTH, and EPHRAIM. 


| Lady Am. Tu O' thou haſt ſettled that dit- 


treſſed gentleman's debt, let his ſiſter come unto 
me, and remit a quarter's rent unto all my te- 


nants. 


Epb. As thou bid'ſt, I have diſcharged from the 


pound the widow's cattle ; but ſhall I let the law- 


ſuit drop againſt the farmer's ſon, who did ſhoot 


the pheaſant ? E | | F< 
Lady Am. Yea; but inſtantly turn from my ſer- 


vice the gamekeeper's man that did kill the fawn, 


— 


while it was eating from his hand. We ſhou'd 


hate guile, tho' we may love veniſon. 


| Eph. I love a young doe.—(aſide) Since the 


death of friend Dovehouſe, who, (tho' one of the 


faithful) was an active magiſtrate, this part of the 
country is. infeſted with covetous men, called rob- 
bers, and I have, in thy name, ſaid unto the people, 


whoever apprehendeth one of theſe, I will reward 
him, yea with thirty pieces of gold. (A loud 


 #nocking without). That beating of one braſs a- 


gainſt another at thy door, proclaimeth the ap- 


proach of vanity, whoſe pride of heart ſwelleth at 
an empty ſound. | 


Exit. 


Lady Am. But my heart is poſſeſſed with the 
idea of that wand' ring youth, whoſe benevolence 
induced him to part with (perhaps) his all, to free 
the unhappy debtor. His perſon is amiable, his 

_ addreſs (according to worldly modes) formed to 
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_ Pleaſe, to delight. But he's poor; is that a crime ? 7 
Perhaps meanly born; but one good action is an 
illuſtrious pedigree. I feel L love him, and in that 
word are birth, fame, and riches. | 


BE Euter Jang. 


"fie Madam, my lady, an't pleaſe Wu - 

Lady Am. Didſt thou find the young man, that 
I may return him the money he paid for my te- 
nant? 

Jane. I found him, Ma' am, and—1 found him, 

and he talked of—what he ſaid. 
© Lady Am. What did he ſay? 

Fane, He ſaw me, Ma'am—and call d me Blowſ- 
abella, and ſaid he wou'd—T'll be hang'd, Ma'am, 
if he didn't ſay he wou'd—Now,think of that 
but if he hadn't gone to London in the ſtage-coach. | 

Lady Am. lobe gone ? (With emotion. 7 4 


Enter Joun Doxy. 


Jobn. Ob, my lady, mayhap John l is not 
| the man to be ſent after young gentlemen that 
ſcamper from ſchool, and run about the country 
play acting! Pray walk up ſtairs, Maſter Thun- f 
der: ( calls off. ) 
ö Lady Am. Haſt ou brought my kinſman hi- 
r 
John. Well, I havn't then. | 
Fane. If you havn' t, what do you make a 4 | 
about it? 
Juobn. Well, don't give me your palaver, young 
Miſs Slip Slop.— Will "you only walk up, if you 
pleaſe, Maſter Harry? 
A 1 — + Will you walk up, if mou pleaſe, Maſter 
Harry? 
n Lag Am. Friendſhip requireth, yet I am not 
| 9 to commune with e —( fide. » OY 
ane, 
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zan. Oh, ble me, Ma- am if it isn' — i 7 


Enter Rovzn, dreft.. 
Rover. « Tis I, Efamfet the Dane po ee Thus 


far, into the bowels of the land, have we marched 

on.” —*© John, that bloody and devouring boar 125 
Jobn. He called me bull in the coach. 
Jane. I don't know what brought ſuch A bull i in 


9 the coach |! 


Nover. This the lady Amaranth ! By heavens, 
the very angel quaker! 

Lady Am. (Turns) The dear, generous youth, 
my couſin Harry 

John. There he's for you, my lady, and She 
the moſt of him. 

Jane. Oh, how happy my lady i is l he looks fo b 


charming now he's fine. 


Jobn. Harky ! ſhe's as rich as a Spaniſh India- 
man, and J tell you, your father wiſhes you'd grap- 
ple her by the heart—court her, you mad devil. 
(apart to Rover) There's an engagement to be 
between theſe two veſſels ; but little cupid's the 
only man that's to takeminutes, ſo come. 


(to Jane.) 
June. Ma'am, an't I to wait on you? * 
John. No, my laſs, you're to wait on me. 
Jane. Wait on this great ſea-hull l lack-a-daiſy ! ! 
Jobn. By Fe Sir George is come to the i inn, 
without letting the younker know. P'll go bring 


him here, and ſmuggle both father and. ſon into 


a joyful meeting (af aide). To Fane ) Sms Romy 
_ uſher me down lik a lady. 
ff This way, Mr. "Sailor Geptleman: 8 
¶ZExeuni Jobn and Jane. 4 
Rue. By heavens, a moſt ee woman 
(.at. 
Lady 
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0 Am. 8 when! ſaw thee in the village 


| fink the ſheep from the wolf, why did'ſt not tell | 


nie then thou wert ſon to my uncle, Sir George? 


Rover. Becauſe, my lady, then I—didn' t know | 


W 2 aſide.) © 
Lady Am, . wou'dft thou vex thy father, and 
quit thy ſchool. 
"or; 1.4 truant diſpoſition, good, 0 lady, 
brought me from Wirtemberg.“ 
Lady Am. Thy father deſigns thee "Wn kl dan- 
gerous profeſſion; but is thy inclination turned to 


the voice of eee, and ſmites of mighty 
laughter? 


Rover. Why, Ma- am, as for old Boreas, my 


«© dad, when the blaſt of war blows in his ears, 
c he's a tyger in his fierce reſentment.” —Bur for 

me, ET think it a pity, ſo it is, that villainous falt- 
e petre ſhou'd be digg'd out of the bowels of the 

oe Thich earth, which many a good tall fellow has 
6 deſtroyed, with wounds and guns, and drums, 
te heav'n fave the mark!“ 

Lady Am. Indeed thou art tall, my couſin, and 
grown of comely ſtature. Our families have long 
been ſeparated. 

Rover. Ly, have,—Since Adain; 1 believe 


(af ade) © Then, lady, let that ſweet bud of ve 
«© now ripen to a beauteous flower! * 5 
— Za Am. Love | 8 


* Rover. © Excellent wench ercheieh catch m 


ee ſoul, but I do love thee, and when I love hee : 


cc not, Chaos is come again.? 
Lach Am. Thou art of an happy diſpoſition. | 
3 « If I were now to die, twere now to 
ce be moſt happy. ec Let our ſenſes dance in con- 
* cert-ro the ;oyful minutes, and this and this the 
« 7 OY diſcord ones (embracing). 1 


4 


8. 1. 1 e Enter 


_—_— 
4 * 
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Enter Jux, with cake aud Wine... 


Re Ma'am, an't pleaſe you, Mr. Zachariah 
bid me— — 


Rover. Why, you fancy yourſelf Cardinal 
e Wolſey in this family.” 

Fans, No, fir, I'm not Cardinal Wolſey, I'm 
only my lady's maid A; mann, at your - 
ſervice. 

Rover. © A bowl of cream for your Catholic 
Majeſty. ”» 8 

Jane. Cream ! No, fir, it's wine and water. 

| Rover. © You get no water, take the wine, 
great Porentate.”—(gives lady Am. a glaſs, ow”. 
8 | 

Jane. Madam, my father begs FRI 

Rover. © Go, go, thou ſhallow Pomona, "— 
| (pus her out.. 


Enter Farmer Gammon, and LAMP. 


F. 1 ic Eh, zounds my manager! I hope 
her ladyſhip n found out 'twas I had Banks ar- 
reſted (ade) Would your ladyſhip give leave for 
this here honeſt man and his comrade to act a few 
b in the town, cauſe I've let'n my barn. "Twill 

ſome little help to me, my lady. 

Rover. My lady, I underſtand theſe affairs. 

Leave me to ſettle em. 

Lady Am. True; theſe are dohuflons; as à Wo- 
man, I underſtand not. But by my couſin 8 ad. 
vice I will abide; aſk his permiſſion. 

Gam. So; I muſt pay my reſpects to the W 
Squire. (afid:) An't pleaſe your honor, if a poor 
man like me (40ws) durſt offer my humble duty 
Rover Can'ft thou bow 0 a \ ragrank. Eh, Little 
1 © 

LF armer Gammon hikes in E face and 1 ”Y 
* * 


4 


4 


A COMEDY, a 


Lamp. Pleaſe your honor, if I may preſume 8 
op you'll be graciouſly pleaſed to take our Uitcle 5 
- pd under your honor s protection. 8 

Rover. Ha! 

Lady Am. What 2 thou; Henry? . 
Rover. Ay, where's Henry? Gadſo True, 
that's me. Strange I ſhou'd already forget my 
name, an nde hi an hour nde 1 , 


(aſide) Harky ! do 2. play yourſelf ? Eh Ha! 
Hem ! (vaporrin 's) fellow? | 


Lamp. Yes, fir; and fir, I have Juſt now en- 


BD 271 a new actor, Mr. Rover. Such an actor | 
but 1 dare ſay, fir, you've heard of Mr. Rover. 


Rover. Eh What! you've engaged that 
what s his name, Rover? If ſuch is your beſt” ac- 
tor, you ſhan't have my permiſſion. My dear 
Madam, the worſt fellow i in the world. Get 


along out of town, or I'll have all of you, man, 


woman, child, ſtick, rag, and fiddleftick, * 
ing the whirligig, | 
Am. Good man, abide hot here. 

Rover. Eh]! What, my friend? Now, 8 
if this new actor you brag of, this crack of your 
company, was any thing like a gentleman, 

Lamp. (Stares) It isn't! | 


Rover. It is. My good friend, if I was really 
the unfortunate poor Rrolling dog you thought 


me, I ſhou'd tread your four boards, and crow the 
cock of your batn-door fowl ; but as fate has or- 
dained that I'm a gentleman, and ſon to Sir, Sir 
hat the devil's my father's name? . (afide.) you 
muſt be content to murder Shakſpeare without | 
making me an accomplice. _ 1 

Lamp. But, my moſt gentle ſir, I, <p my 
treaſuret, Trap, have trumpeted your fame ten 


miles round the country :—the bills ate poſted, the 


ſtage built, the candles Rood, fiddles engaged 
G al} 


„ VaeT4 


all on the tip- top of expectation. We ſhou'd' "0 
to-morrow night an. overflow, ay, thirty pounds, 
Dear, worthy fir, you wou' dn't go to ruin a whole 
eommunity and their families that now depend 
only on the exertion of your brilliant talents. 

Rover. Eh! I never was uniform, but in one 

maxim, that is, tho" I do little good, to hurt no— 
body but myſelf. 

Lady Am. Since thou haſt promiſed ; much as I 
prize my adherence to thoſe cuſtoms in which I was 

brought up, thou ſhalt not ſully thy honor by a 

breach of thy word; for truth is more ſhining than 
beaten gold. Play, if it can ring good to theſe 

le. | 

Rover. Shall I? 

Lady Am. This falleth out well; for 1 I have bid- 
den all the gentry round unto my houſe-warmin 
and theſe pleafantries may afford them a choer ul 
and innocent entertainment. 

Rover; True, my lady; your fl FER qua- 
kers, tho” you are, and when we aſk people to our 
houſe, we ſtudy to pleaſe them, not ourſelves. 108 a 
if we do furbiſh a play or two, the muſes ſha'n / 
honor that churliſh fellow's barn. No; the God 

that illumines the, foul of genius ſhou'd never viſit 
the iron door of e No Gammon' 8 barn 

for me | 209 

Lady Am. Barn! no; that gallery hall be thy 

. theatre; and, in ſpite of the grave doctrines of 

: Ephraim Smooth, my friends and I will behold and 
koejoice in thy pranks, my pleaſant couſin. 

* Rover. My kind, my charming lady '2 "oy 

brighten up, bully Lamp, carpenters, taylor, ma- 

nager, diſtribute your box tickets for my lady's. 

gallery —* 1 gentle coz,” 15 


— 
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The actors are at hand, and by their ſhew 
Tou ſhall know all! | 
That you are like to know,” F 


[ Exeunt, 


n!!!! 1, The Bon. 

Enter HARRY, ina riding dreſs, and Muz in a 

Ci een Livery, _ Es 
Harry. Tho' I went back to Portſmouth aca- 
demy with a contrite heart to continue my ſtudies ; 
yet, from my father's angry letter I dread a woeful 
ſtorm at our firft meeting, I fancy the people at 
this inn don't recolle& me; it reminds me of my 
cel friend, poor Jack Rover, I wonder where 
he is now. | EY 
Mx. And brings to my memory a certain ſtray 

vaguing acquaintance of mine, poor Dick Buſkin. 

Harry. Ha, ha, ha! Then I deſire, fir, you'll 
turn Dick Buſkin again out of your memory. 
Mu. Can't, ſir. The dear, good-natur'd, 
wicked ſofi of a—beg your honor's pardon. 55 

Harry. Oh, but Muz, you muſt, as ſoon as 
I'm dreſs'd, ſtep out and enquire whoſe houſe is 
this my father's at; I did not think he had any 
acquaintance in this part of the country. Sound 
what humour he's in, and how the land lies before 
J venture in his preſence. 


Enter Wal r ER. 


Maiter. Sir, the room is ready for you to dreſs. 
1 pn Exit, 
Harry. I ſhall only throw off my boote and 
you'll ſhake a little powder in my hair. , 
Muz, Then, hey, puff, I ſhoulder my curling 
iro. 5-5 t... NG. 
4 G 2 " Enter 


4 witp'oary 
Enter Sir Gzoxet THUNDER, (agitated) and 
LanDLORD. | 


Sir Geo. I can hear nothing of theſe deferters ; 
yet, by my firſt intelligence, they'll not venture up 


to London. They muſt ſtill be lurking about the 


country. Landlord, have any ſuſpicious perſons 
put in at your houſe ? 85 5 
Landl. Yes, ſir; now and then, 
Sir Geo, Zounds ! what do you do with them? 
Landl. Why, ſir, when a man calls for liquor 
that I think has no money, I make him pay before- 
and, | 1 9 50 | 
Sir Geo. Damn your liquor, you-ſelf-intereſted 
porpoiſe ! Chatter your own private concerns, 
| when the public good, or fear of general calamity 
Mou'd be the only compaſs. Theſe fellows that 
I'm in purſuit of have run from their ſhips ; if our 
navy's unmann'd, what becomes of you and your 
| hou, you dunghill cormorant ? 
Landl. This is a very abuſive fort of a gentle- 
man; but he has a full pocket, or he wou'dn't be 
fo ſaucy. (aſide) 128 „ e 
Sir Geo. This raſcal, I believe, doesn't know 
I'm Sir George Thunder. Winds ſtill variable, 
blow my affairs right athwart each other. To 
know what's become of my runagate ſon Harry, 
and there my rich lady niece, preſſing and ſqueez- 
ing up the noble plumage of our illuſtrious family. 
in her little, mean quaker bonnet ; but I muſt up 
to towmafter S' blood, when I catch my ſon Harry f 
oh, here's John Porr. 


Enter Joan Dors, 


—. you taken the places in the London coach 
Joon, Hahoy ! pour honor, is chat yourſelf 15 


* 


= 


A COMEDY, We 
Sir Ceo. No, I'm beſide arif dea any 


thing of my ſon ?— 


John. What's o'clocx? 
Sir Geo. What do you talk of looks or time 
pieces All glaſſes reck' ning, and log: line are run 
mad with me. 5 
obn. If its two, your gil is at this 8 
walking with Lady Amaranth in her garden. 
Sir Geo. With Lady Amaranth. 


John. If half after, they're caſt anchor to reſt | 
themſelves amongſt the poſies ; if three, they're 


got up again; if four, they're picking a bit of 
cramm'd fowl ; and, if half after, they're picking 


their teeth, and cracking walnuts over a bottle of 


Calcavella. 


Sir Geo. My ſon! my dear friend, where did you 
find him? 


John. Why, I found him where he Was, and 


J left him where he is. 


Sir Geo. What, and he came to Lady Ama- 
ranth's? a 


John. No; but! WED him there from this 


| houſe in her ladyſhip's chariot. I won't tell him 


maſter Harry went amongſt the players, or he'd 


never forgive him (efide). Oh! ſuch a merry, 


_ civil, crazy, crack-brain | the very ene of your | | 
| honour. 


Sir Geo. Ha, ha, ha! What, he's in high ſpi- 
rits? ha, ha, ha! the dog fully But J hope 
he's had diſcretion enough to throw a little gravity 
over his mad humour, before his prudent couſin. 

John. He threw himſelf on his Knees before her, 


and that did quite as well. 


Sir Geo. Ha, ha, ha] made love to her already! 
Oh, the impudent, the cunning” villain! YO 
and may be he - with great glee * 5 1 


. Indeed he did g: gave her a . 
Sin, 
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Sir Geo. Me; Ha, ha, ha) | 
Jobn. Oh, he's your sa chip of the old block, 
Fir Geo. He is! he is! ha, ha, ha! | 
John. Oh, he threw his arms around her as eager 
as I wou'd to catch a falling decanter of Madeira. 
Sir Geo. Huzza! victoria! Here will be a 
junction of two bouncing eftates ! but, e nl 
the money. ohn, you ſhall have a. bowl for a - 
Jolly boat to fwim in; roll in here a puncheon of 
rum, a hogſhead of ſugar, ſhake an orchatd of 
oranges, and let the landlord drain his fiſh-pond 
yonder. (ſings) © A bumber! a bumber of good. | 
liquor,” &c. - 

John. Then, my good maſter, Sir George, I'll 
order a bowl i in, ſince you are in the humour for it 

We'll dance a little, and ſing a little” (/nging ). 

Lat. 


Sir Ceo. And ſo the wild rogue is this inſtant 
rattling up her prim nn 180 isn't 0 he? 
Leſt her already. | 


Enter Harky (more FD) 


Harry. I muſt have forgot my cane in this room ; 
— My father! Eh! zounds! 
Sir Geo. (Looks at his watch), Juſt half after 
four ! Why, Harry, you've made great haſte in 
cracking-your walnuts, - 
Harry. Ves; he's heard of my frolics with the 
players. (aſide) Dear father, if you'll but forgive — 
Sir Geo, Why, indeed, Harry, you've acted 
very bad. is 
_ Harry. Sir, it ſhould be conſidered I was but . 
' Novice, 
Sir Geo. However, I ſhall think of nothing now 
but your benefit. | 


Harry. N odd bis approving o. aft) wa. 5 
3 | 
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ten you, fir, but, if agreeable. to you, I've done 
with benefits. 

Sir Geo. If I wasn't the beſt of fathers, you might 
indeed hope none from me ; but no matter, if you 
can but get the Fair Quaker. 

Harry. Or the Humours of the Navy, fir? 

Sir Geo. What, how dare you reflect on the 


humours of the navy? The navy has very good 
humours, or I'd never ſee your dog's face again, 


you villain ! But I' m cool, What, eh, boy, a ſnug, 


eaſy chariot ? 
Hurry. I'Il order it. Waiter, deſire my father's 


carriage to draw up (calls off). 

Sir Geo. Mine, you rogue! I've none here. * 
mean Lady Amaranth's. | 
Harry. Yes, ſir, Lady Amaranth's chavive | 


calling off.) 
Sir Geo, What are you at? ? I mean that which 


| you left this houſe in. 


Harry. Chariot ! fir, I left this houſe on foot. 


Sir Geo. What, with John Dory ? 


Harry, No, fir, with Jack Rover. 
Sir Ged. Why, John has been a rover to be ſure; ; 


but now he's, ſettled fince I've made him my 


valet de chambre. 


Harry. Make him your valet! Why, ſir, where 
did you meet him? 


Sir Geo. Zounds! I met him on board, and I 
met him on ſhore, and the cabin, ſteerage, gallery, 


and forecaſtle. He ſailed round che "world with. 


me. 


Harry. Strange this fir! a I underſtood 


he had been in the Eaſt Indies; but he never told 
me he even knew you; but, indeed, he knew me 
only by the name of Dick Buſkin. 


Sir Geo. Then how came he to Vol: you to 
. Lady A Amaranth's ? 


Harry 
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; Harry. Brin me where? 
El Sin Geo. Anſwer, me. An' b 1 now come For 
1 * Ladyſhip's? 
= -- Harry. (Stares). Me ? Not l. po | 
Sir Geo. Ha! this is a lie of f ohn's to 8 
his own ſervices. Then, you have not been there * 
; 5. There ! I don't know where You, mean, 


v Geo, Yes; 'tis All a brag of John's, but I'll— ; 
Enter Jon Doxy: ' © 


Jabs The rum and ſugar i is nee but as for 
| the fiſh-pond— 

Sir Geo. I'll kick you into it, you chirſly old 
grampus. 

John. Will you ? Then Pl make a comical 
roaſted orange. 

Sir Geo. How dare you ſay you brought _ fon 
to Lady Amaranth's: 

Jobn. And who ſays I did not? 

Sir Geo. He that beſt ſhow'd know ; only Dick : 
Buſkin here. | 

John. Then, Dick Buckſkin micht find ſome | 
. amuſement than ſhooting off his guns here. 

Sir Geo. Did you bring my ſon to Oe" Ama- 
xanth's in her chariot? _ | 

John. And to be ſure I did. tt 

Sir Geo. There, what do you fo to that * 

Harry. I ſay its falſe. 

Jobn. Falſe } Shiver my hulk, Mr. Buckſkin 
if you wore a lion s ſkin, I'd curry you for this. 

Exit in a rage. 

Sir Geo. No, no, John s honeſt, J ſee thro' it 
now. The puppy has ſeen her, perhaps he has the 
impudence not to like her, and ſo blows up this 
confuſion and perplexity only to break off a mar- 
ys that I've ſet my heart on. 4 


Hurry. 


7 , \ 
B 28 ** ED. | > | "MP 
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Harry. What does he mean? fir, I'll aſſure you 
Sir Geo. Damn your aſſurance, you diſobedient, 
.ungrateful—T'll not part with you'till Iconfront you 
with Lady Amaranth herſelf face to face, anal if I 
prove you've been deceiving me, TI launch you 
into the wide ocean of life without rudder, com- 
paſs; grog, or tobacco. | 5 
(17 11865 Of ; 
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SCENE I. LZady AuARANTRH's Houſe.” 
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4 8 14 : 4 8 14 . k 2 ah q * \ "SE: # 
A 2 {4 | 11 ay: « ; e i "03 * * 
Enter Lady Amaranta, reading. 
x : 1 1 ' * : 1 . i 


' Lady Am. Tus fanciful flights of my plea- 
ſant couſin enchant my ſenfes. This book he gave 
me to read containeth good moral. The man 
Shakſpeare that did write it, they call immortal; 
he muſt indeed have been filled with a divine 
ſpirit. 1 underſtand, from my couſin, the origin 
of plays were religious myſteries; that, freed from 
the ſuperſtition of early, and the groſsneſs of latter 
ages, the ftage is now the vehicle of delight and 
morality. 1 ſo, to hear a good play, is taking 
the wholeſome draught of precept from a golden 
cup, emboſs'd with gems; yet, my giving coun- 
tenance to have one in my houſe, and even to act 


in it myſelf, prove the aſcendency that my dear 


Harry hath over my heart Ephraim Smooth is 

much ſcandalized at theſe doings. 

OY Enter Erna AIM. © 
Eph. This manſion -is now the tabernacle of 

Lad Am. Then abide not in it. 

Eph. Tis full of the wicked ones. 
Lady Am. Stay not amongſt the wicked ones. 
{ loud laughing without. e e 
5 2 muſt ſhur mine ears. | 

ly Am. And thy mouth alſo, good Ephraim. 
I have bidden my couſin Henry to my houſe, and 
1 will not ſet bounds to his mirth to gratify thy 
ſpleen, and ſhew mine own inhoſpitality.” 
| . 5 | ZE 53 >” - | | Eph. 


8 
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Eypb. Why doſt thou ſuffer him to put into che 
hands of thy ſervants books of - tragedies, and 
: books of comedies, prelude, interlude, yea, all 
lewd. My ſpirit doth wax wrath. I fay unto thee 
a playhouſe is the ſchool for the old dragon, and 
a play book, the primmer of Belzebub. 

Lady Am. This is one; mark! (reads) © Not 


* the King's crown, nor the deputed ſword, the 
s truncheon, nor the judge's robe, be- 


500 


&* marſhall 
* come them with one half ſo good a grace as 
ce mercy doth. Oh, think on that, and mercy 
ce then will breathe within your lips like man new 
tc made !”—Doth Belzebub ſpeak ſuch words? 
. Eph, Thy kinſman has made all the n 
acłkors. 
Lady Am. To acc well h good ſervice. 

Eph. Here cometh the damſel for, whom ny 
heart yearne th, 


Gn 
Enter Jaxe, (reading a Paper joyfully. » 


Jane. Oh, ma'am, his honor the _ 2 05 s the 
play's to be * As you like hl 8 

Epb. I like it not. 
Jane. He's given me my character. ra to be 
miſs Audrey, and brother Sim's to be William of 
the foreſt as it were. Rut how am I to get my 
pu by heart? 
Am. By often reading it. 
Jane. Well, I don't know but that's as good 26 


any other. Bur 1 muſt ſtudy my part. * T be 


gods give us joy.” Exit. 
Eph. Thy maidens fkip like young kids. 
Lady Am. Then do thou go ſkip with chem. 


Eph, Mary, thou ſhou'd'ſt he obeyed i in thine 


own houſe, and I will do thy bidding. 

Lady Am. Ah, thou hypocrite To obey is eaſy 
when the heart commands. 
Hz Enter 


iN 
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Euter Rove. | 


: Rover. Oh, my charming couſin, how agree 
you and Roſalind | Are you almoſt perfect? * Eh, 
de what, all a-mort, old Clytus ? 2” & Why, you're 
cc like an angry fiend broke in among the laugh- 
e ing gods.” —Come, come, I'll have nothing 
here, but, © quips and cranks and wreathed ſmiles, 
ſuch as dwell on Hebe s check. ” (looking at Lady | 
Amaranth.) 
Lady Am. He up we mus'n nt. have this 
amuſement. 
Roper. © But Pm a voice oh: double as 
te the Duke 8. and I ſay we muſt,” | 
 #Epb. Nay. | F 
Rover. Yea: © By Jupiter, I ſwear, aye.” 
{. Muſic without. - ; 
Eph. 1 muſt ſhut my ears, The man of fin 


rubbeth the hair of the horſe to the' bowels of the 
re | 


„ 


| Eur, Lamp, with a Violin. 
e Now, if agreeable to your Ladyſhip; 


we'll go over your ſong. 
"Eph. I will go over it. ( Snatches the book from | 
| ara. throws it op tbe ground, and eps 
en it 
Rover. Trample on Shakſpeare | « You facri- | 
ee legious thief, that, from a ſhelf the precious dia- 
e dem ſtole, and put it in thy pocket !” (Takes up 


Ibe book and. preſents it again to Lady Amaranth.) 


Silence, te thou owl of Crete,” and bear the 


s Cuckoo's ſong.” 


Lay Am. To practice it Im content. 


Leng e to play. Epb. "joles him, and * bin 
® 4 out of tune. : _ 

Lang, Wy, what” 5 that tors my dear ſir? a , 
"a I 


4 
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pb. F nend, this is a land of freedom, and I've 
as much right to move my elbow, as thou haſt to 
move thine. ( Rover puſhes bim) Why doſt thou 
ſo friend? 

Rover. Friend, a1 is a land of freedom, and 1 
hawks as much right to move my elbow, as thou 
haſt to move thine. (mimicking, ſhoves Eph. out.) 
% Verily, I could ſmite that Amalekite till the go- 

« ing down of the ſun.” | 
Lach Am. But, Harry, do your people of falbion 
act bh follies themſelves. _ 

Rover. Ay, and ſcramble for the top parts as 
_ eager as for ſtar, ribband, place or penſion; and no 
wonder, for a good part in a play 1s the firſt good 
character ſome of them ever had. Lamp, deco- 
rate the. ſeats out ſmart and theatrical, and drill the 

errang chat 7 ve giv'n the ſmall parts to— __ 

| [Exit Lamp. 
| Lady hs 1 wiſhed for ſome entertainment, (in 
which gay people now take delight) to pleaſe thoſe 
I have invited; but we'll convert theſe follies into. 
a charitable purpoſe. Tickets for this day ſhall be 
delivered unto my friends gratis; but money to 
their amount, I will, from 1 my own purſe, (after 
rewarding our aſſiſtants) diſtribute amongſt the in- 
dligent of the village. Thus, whilſt we pleaſe 
: ourſelves, and perhaps amuſe our friends, we ſhall 
make the poor happy. Ext, 

Rover. An angel! If Sir 8 doesn't ſoon 
arrive to blow me, I may, I think, marry her 

angelic ladyſhip; but will that be honeſt ? She's 
| obly born, the" I ſuſpect I had anceſtors too if I 
Foes who they were. I certainly entered this 
houſe the pooreſt wight in England, and what muſt 
ſhe 1 imagine when I am diſcovered. ? That I ama 
KS _ conſequently, tho' I ſhould Pore 
8 er 
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her hand and. n inſtead of being ſhe'll 
| deſpiſe me———(/its. down) I want a F< now, 
to confult—deceive her I will not. Poor Dick 
Buſkin wants money more than myſelf, yet this is 
4 meaſure I'm ſare he'd ſcorn, ny no, I muſt 
not 
n Euter HaRRT. | 

' Harry. Now I hope my paſſionate ach "=P 
be convinced that this is the firſt time I was ever 
under this roof, Eh, what beau is here? Aftoniſh- 
ing! My old ſtrolling friend! ( unperceiv d, fit to by 
Rover. | 
Rover. Heigho! 1 don't know what to do. 

Harry. (In the ſame tone) © Nor what to ſay. 
Nover. (turns) Dick Buſkin ! My dear felo ! 

Ha, ha, ha! Talk of the devil; and—lI was Juſt 
thinking of you—'pon my ſoul, Dick, I'm. ſo 
happy to fee you (Shakes hands cordially EE: | 

Harry. But, Jack, eh, perhaps 5 4 found me * 

out. 

Ro gr. Found you! Pm ſure I wonder how tlie 
deuce you found me out. Ah, the news of my 
intended play has brought you. 


Harry. He doesn't 1 3 5 as yet who I am, ſo . 


Tl carry it on. ( aſide) Fhen you too have broke 
your engagement with Truncheon at Wincheſter ; 
guring it away in your ſtage cloaths too. Really 

tell us what you are at here, Jack, 

Rover. Will you be quiet With your Jacking ? 

Im now Squire Harry. 

Harry. What; 
Rover. I've been preſſed into this ſervice by an 
old man of war, who found me at the inn, and, in- 
fiſting I'm ſon to a Sir George Thunder, here, in 
that character, J flatter myſelf I have won the heart 

of the — lady of this houſe, : 
Harry, 
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1 Now the myſtery” s out ( fide) then it” 2 - 
my friend Jack has been brought here far me. 
you know the young gentleman they take you for? 

Rover. No; but I Hatter myſelf be 15 honoured 
in his repreſentative. 


4 e Ts . my: n Jack, you re a very high 
1 

' Rover, I am, now 1 can put a pounds in 

your pockets; vou ſhall be employed -e re get- 

12 « 4s You Like It. Lava ſee, in the caſt, 

have J a part for you——egad; I'll take Touchſtone 


from Lamp, you ſhall have it, my boy; I'd refign 


Orlando to you with any other Roſalind : but the 
lady of the manſion plays it herſelf you rogue. 
, Harry. The very lady my father inte — 5 
yl fide.) Do you love her, Jack ? - 5 
oer. To diſtraction; but PU not have her. 4 
1 80 No! Why?; 5111 C.. 0 
| Rover, She thinks me a eee and ru not 
convince her I am a raſcal. I'll go on with our 
play, a8 As; the produce is appropriated to a good 
7 and then lay down my ſquireſhip, bid adieu 
heavenly. Roſalind, and exit for ever from 
r houſe, poor Jack Rover. | | 
. The generous fellow Lever buche him, 
and he ſha'n't loſe by it. If I could make him 
ne ola gſide) Well, this is the moſt whimſical 
affair! You've anticipated, ſuperceded me, ha, 
ha, ha! You'll ſcarce believe that Pm come here 
too (purpoſely 1 my to en 27 85 a this young 
1 75 
Forer. Not | 
e I am. wy 35 Lat | 
eo. Crt out ; where are I 
Rover. Eh! Who's cry a 5 
Hurry. Ah, ah, ah! Ell try at, my &ther will be 
ca vex'd ; but no other way. (afide) 
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fine way. = 
Harry. Be Act che 8 my coniederate; (rene 
_ Rover. Eh! . 
Heis to pe fonte ROM fathies: 725 Sir 


George. He ſtarted the ſcheme having heard that z 
union was; intended, and Sir George not immedi- 


ately expected. our plan is, if J can, before his 

arrival, flouriſh myſelf i into the lady's good graces, 

and whip» her up, as ſhe's an heiteſfs. 
Rover. But who is this comrade? - Fi 


5 - Harry. One of our N reera a deviliſh 266k 
| actor in the old men. | 


_ Rover. So, you'r turn'd eie e 2. Oh 
ho! then *twas on this plan that you parted with 


me on the road, ſtanding like a finger-poſt;- © you · 
c walk up that way, and I muſt walk down this.“ 
(mimicks) Why Dick, I didn' t know you were half 

| fo capital a rogue. 


Harry. 1 didn't know my Sorte lay that way; a 
perſuaded by this experienc'd ſtaget. ©: 
Rover. He muſt be an impudent old ſrowntrel; 


who is he? Dol know him: 5 


Harry. Why, no- hope not. (aid) 
Rover. I'll ſtep down Rairs, and have the honor 
of —I'l kick him. 


Harry. Stop! No, 1 vod: here him hurt 


neither. As 

=, Rover. W hat s his name? 

Harry. His name is—i—Abrawang, 

Rover. Abrawang! Abrawang! I never ed 
of him, but, Dick, why wou'd you let him per- 
ſuade you to ſuch à ſcandalous affair? 


Harry. Why faith, I wotld have been off it; bue | 


when once he takes a project into his head, the th 
devil * can't drive him out of f G 


© Rover. 


4 Zeundz, e if 
ho real Simon Pre” od be A rived, Im in 1 


/ 
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Kei, | Yes; Abut che conſtable may drive him 
Into Wincheſter goal. 
Harry. Eh! Your opinion of our intended ex- 
pou has made me aſham'd of myſelf—Ah, ah, ah! 

arkey, Jack, to frighten and puniſh my adviſer, 
do you ſtill keep on your character of young ſquire 
Thunder—you can eafily do that, as he, no more 
than myſelk, has ever ſeen the young gentleman. 

Rover. But by heavens Pi Quoir him down, 
« Bardolph.” 
Harry. Yes, but, Jacks, if you can marry her, 
her fortune is a ſnug thing; beſides if you love each 
other,. tell you | 

Rover. Hang her fortune! © my love more 
© noble than the world, prizes not quantity of 
« dirty lands.” Oh, Dick, ſhe's the moſt lovely— . 
ſhe is female beauty in its genuine decoration. Exit. 
Harry. Ha, ha, ha! this is the drolleſt— Rover 
little ſuſpects that I'm the identical ſquire Thunder 
that he perſonates.—Pll lend him my character a 
little longer. — Ves, this offers a moſt excellent op- 
portunity of making my poor friend's fortune, 
without injuring any body; if poſſible, he ſhall 
have her. I can't regret the loſs of charms I never 
knew, and, as for an eſtate, my father's is compe- 
tent to all my wiſhes. Lady Amaranth, by marry- 
ing Jack Rover, will gain a man of honour, which 
the might miſs in an Earl—it may teize my father 
a alittle at firſt, but he's a good old fellow in the 
main, and, I think, when he comes to know my 
motive—Eh ! this muſt be ſhe—an elegant woman 
faith ! Now for a ſpanking lie to continue her in the 


belief that Jack 1 is the man ſhe thinks him. 


| Enter en AnarantH, 
Lady Am, Who art thou, friend ? 
Harry. Madam, I've ſcarce time to warn you 
againſt 
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againſt the danger you are in of being e upon 
by your uncle, Sir George. 
Lady) Am. How? L 
Harry. He has heard of your Ladyſhip' s par- 


| Balli fo for his ſon; but is ſo incenſed at the irregu- 


larity of his conduct, he intends, if poſſible, to dit. 
inherit him; and, to prevent your honoring him 
with your hand, had engaged, and brought me 


hither, to paſs me on you for him, deſigning to 
treat the poor young gentleman himſelf as an im- 


wag in hopes you'll baniſh him your heart and 
ouſe. 

Lady Am. 1s Sir George ſuch a parent? I thank 
thee for thy caution —What is thy name ! 

Harry. Richard Buſkin, Ma'am ; the ſtage is my 
profeſſion. In the young 'ſquire's late excurſion, 
we contracted an intimacy, and I ſaw ſo many 
good qualities in him, that I could not think of 
being the inſtrument of his ruin, nor deprive your 
Ladyſhip of ſo good a hufband, as I'm certain * 
make you. 


Lady Am. Then Sir George intends to — 


him? 


Harry. ; Ma'am ; I've this moment told the 
young gentleman of it; and he's determined, for 
a jeſt, to return the compliment, by ſeeming to 


treat Sir George himſelf as an impoſtor. 


Lady Am. Ha, ha, ha! twill be a juſt retalia- - 


tion, and, indeed, what my uncle deſerveth for his 


_ cruel intentions both to his ſon and me. 


Sir Geo. (without / . has he run away 
again? 

Lady Am. That's mine uncle; 

Harry. Yes, here is my father; and my ſtanding 


Fo out that I am not his ſon ; will rouze him into the 
heat of battle, ha, ha, ha! 10 5 afide) Here he is, 


dub me . 


Madam, now mind how he wi 


« n 
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Lady 4 Its well m prepared, or I. might 
have believed 1 5 


Enter Six GEORGE, 


8 Ceo. Well, my Lady, wasn't it my * | 
rogue ſet you to all the Calcavella capers you've 
been cutting in the garden? You ſee here I have 
brought him into the line of battle again—you 
villain, why do you drop aſtern there? Throw a 
ſalute-ſhot, buſs her bob-ſtays, bring to, and come 
down ſtraight as a maſt, you dog. | 

Lady Am. Uncle, who'i is this ? | 

Sir Geo. Who is he! Ha, ha, ha! Gad that's an 
odd queſtion to the fellow that has been cracking 
your walnuts. 

Lady Am. He is bad at his leſſon. 

Sir Geo. Certainly, when he ran from ſchool— 
why don't you ſpeak, you lubber? you're curſt 
modeſt now, but before I came, *twas all done 
amongſt the poſies—Here, my Lady, take from a 
father's hand, Harry Thunder. 

Tad Am. That is what I may not. 

Sir Geo, There, I thought you 'd diſguſt her, 

P 20 fiſh ! 


Enter Rovin. 


Lady A (Taking Rover's hand). Here, take 
from my hand, Harry Thunder. 
Sir Geo. Eh! ( taring at Rover). 
Rover. Eh! Oh! this is your ſham Sir Ce? ? 
(apart) 
Harry. Yes; I've been telling the 10 and 
| ſhe'll ſeem to humour him. 
Rover, I ſhan't tho'. (to PORT How do you 
do, Abrawang ! 1 
Sir Geo. Abrawang 
| Rover. You look like a good 4 that's 8 
very well, indeed —never loſe fight of your cha- 
| | TS” racter 
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racter you know, Sir S is a noiſy, turbu- 
lent, wicked old ſeaman.— Angry! bravo !—pout 
your under lip, purſe your brows—very well! But, 
dem it, Abrawang, you ſhou'd have put a little 
red upon your. noſe—mind a rule, ever pay an 
angry old man, with a red noſe. 
Sir Geo, Noſe ! (walks about in a paſſion). | 

Rover. Very well! that's AG ſtrut about-on 


your little pegs. 


Sir Geo, I'min ſuch a fury. ' 
Rover. We know that. Your figure is the moſt 


happy comedy ſquab I ever ſaw, why only ſhew 


yourſelf, and you ſet the audience in a roar. 
Sir Geo. S'blood and fire! 75 
Nover. Keep it up, I like fun.“ | 
Lady Am. Who 1 is this! (To Sir George, printing: 


at Rover). 


Sir Geo. Some puppy unknown. 
Lady Am,” And you don't know this gentleman ? 

' (To Rover, points to Sir George. 3 

Rover. Excellentiy well. He's a  filkmonger.” 

Sir Geo. A what ? | 

Am. Yes, father and ſon are determined 

not to know each other. | 
Rover. Come, Dick, give the lady a ſpecimen of 
your talents, ©* Motley's your only wear, ha, ha, ha! 


I met a fool in the foreſt.” Here comes Audrey, 


« Salutation and greeting to you all, Trip, trip, 
e apace, good Audrey.” ET 7 


Enter Jaxx, 4 he takes ber under bis arm, the trip 
round, then go up to Sir George ). 


Jan. La! Warrants, what features ! * 16 To Sir 
George). 
Sir Geo. S'blood, what's this? 


Harry. * homely thing, ſir, but ſhe's mine 
own.“ 7 


x: 5 5 , 


5 
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Sir Geo. Your's? Oh, you moſt audacious 


what, this ſlut? 


Jane. I thank the gods for my ſluttiſhneſs.” - 
Lady Am. you know this youth? (T6 Rover.) 
Rover. (To Harry) © My friend Horatio“ 
ce I wear him in my heart's core, yea, in my heartof 
c heart,” as I do thee (embracing z. 

Sir Geo. Such freedom with my niece before my 
face! Do you know that Lady, do you know my 
ſon, fir? 

Rover. Be quiet, ce Jaffier has diſcover'd the 
plot, and you can't deceive the Senate.“ 

Harry. Yes, my conſcience woudn't let me 
carry it thro”. 

ERKRover. Ay, his conſcience hanging about 05 
„neck of his heart, ſays, good Launcelot, and 
© good Gobbo, as aforeſaid, good L 


4 Gobbo, take to thy heels and run.” 


Sir Geo. Why, my Lady ! explain, ſcoundrel, 
and puppy unknown. 


Lady Am. Uncle, I've heard thy fither was kind: 


to thee, return that kindneſs to thy child. If the 
lamb in wanton play doth fall among the waters, the 
ſhepherd taketh him out, inſtead of plunging him 
deeper till he dyeth. Tho” thy hairs now be grey, 


Pm told they were once flaxen ; in ſhort, he is 


too old in folly, who cannot excuſe i it in youth. 


'_ Exit. 
Sir Geo. I'm an old fool! Well, that's damn d 


civil of you, Madam niece, and I'm a grey 


ſhepherd—with her viſions and her vines, and her 


lambs in a ditch ; but as for you, young Mr. Goat, 
I'll butt you 


Rover. My dear, Abrawang, g give up the game 


her Ladyſhip, in ſeeming to take you for her 


uncle, has been only humming you! What the 
devil, don't you think the fine creature knows her 
oyn true born uncle ? 9 


Sir 


*%, 
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N 1 Gen. Certainly; 0 ſure ſhe "INE me. 
Rover. Will you have done? Zounds, man, 


my honor'd father was here himſelf to day—Her 


Ladyſhip knows his perſon. | 
Sir Geo. Your honor'd father ! And who's your 


honor d ſelf? 


Rover. Now by my father's ſon, and that's 


4c 2 it ſhall be ſun, moon, or a Cheſhire 


« cheeſe—before I budge—ſtill eren d and 
« croſs'd.” 


Sir Geo. What do you bawl out to me of a 


Cheſhire cheeſe, I fay— 


Rauer. And I ſay, as the a 18 your 
friend, Dick, has told me all; but to convince you 
of my forgiveneſs, in our play, as you're a rough 
and tough, III caſt you Charles the Wreſtler, I do 


Orlando; I'll kiek up your heels before the whole 


a) 


Why, chm me, III And you, you un- 
durifel bick an old PINA H Hing 8 bis any 


ta firike Harry). © 


Enter Joun (rho receives the blow 4.94 


Jobn. What are you at here? cudgelling the 


people about? Bur Mr. Buckſkin, I've a word to 
ſay to you in private. N 


Sir Geo. Buckſkin ! ! take that. ( Beats him 9. 


8 Exter Laur, and Tx RAPP, 3 Female Servants. 


Lamp. © All the world's a ſtage, and all the 


men and women 


Sir Geo. The men are rogues, and the women 
huſſies—I l make a clear ſtave. 'C Beats them *. 


among ſt the reſt, ſtrites Rov Rover J. 
Rover. A blow! Eſſex, a blow An old 


N impoſtor EE: me with a blow— 


no, 
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no, I muſt not put up with it. -Z ounds! I ſhall 
be tweak' d by the noſe all round the country—P'll 
follow him. © Strike me! ſo may this arm daſn 
« him to the earth, like a dead dog deſpiſed— ' 

ce blindneſs and leproſy, lameneſs and lunacy, 
ce pride, ſhame, and the name of villain light on 
*« me if I 'dont” bang—Mr. Abrawang. | 


_ SCENE II. Another Apartment \ 
Enter Lady AMARANTH, and Banks. 


Banks. Madam, I could have paid the rent of 

my little cottage ; but I dare fay twas without your 

ladyſhip's knowledge that your ſteward has turn'd 
me out, and put my neighbour in poſſeſſion. + 

Lady Am. My ſteward oppreſs the poor! I did 
not know it indeed. | 8 | 
Banks. The pangs of adverſity I could bear; but 
the innocent partner of my misfortunes, my un- 
happy ſiſter— _ | „ 

Lady Am. I did deſire Ephraim to ſend for thy 
ſiſter Did ſhe dwell with thee, and both now 
without a home ? Let her come to mine. 

Banks. The hand of miſery hath ſtruck us be- 
neath your notice. | | 3 
Lady Am. Thou doſt miſtake - To need my 
aſſiſtance is the higheſt claim to my attention; let 
me ſee her. [ Exit Banks. 
I could chide myſelf that theſe paſtimes have turned 
my eye from the houſe of woe. Ah! think, ye 
proud and happy affluent, how many, in your 

dancing moments, pine in want, drink the falt 
tear; their morſel, the bread of miſery, and ſhrinking 
from the cold blaſt into their cheerleſs hovels. 7 


Enter 


V 
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Enter Baxks, (leading in Amelia.) 
Banks. Madam, my ſiſter. (bows and retires.) 
Lady Am. Thou art welcome—I feel myſelf in- 
tereſted in thy concerns. "= 
" "me... Madam! ©. | ; 
Lach Am. I judge thou wer't not always un- 
happy Tell me thy coridition, then I ſhall better 
know how to ſerve thee. Is thy brother thy ſole 
kindred ? | | | 
Ame. I had a huſband, and a fon., | 
Lady Am. A widow ! If it recal not images thou 
wou'd'ſt forget, impart to me thy ſtory Tis ru- 
mour d in the village, thy brother is a clergyman 
tell me. | | „ 
Ane. Madam, he was; but he has loſt his early 
patron, and is now poor and unbeneficed. 
Lady Am. But thy huſband | EE 
Ame. By this brother's advice, now twenty years 
ſince, I was prevailed on to liſten to the addreſſes 
of a young ſea- officer, (for my brother has been a 
chaplain in the navy) but to our ſurprize and mor- 
tification, we diſcovered by the honeſty of a ſailor, 
in whom he put confidence, that the Captain's de- 
ſign was only to decoy me into a ſeeming marriage, 
ordered him to procure a counterfeit clergyman; 
our humble friend, inſtead of us, put the deceit 
upon his maſter, by concealing from him that my 
brother was in orders ; he, flatter'd with the hopes 
of procuring me an eſtabliſhment, gave into the 
fuppoſed impoſture, and performed the cere- 
mony. | 1 5 
Lady Am. Duplicity, even with a good intent, 
is ill. 3 3 
Ame. Madam, the event has juſtified your cen- 
ſure; for my huſband, not knowing himſelf really 
bound by any legal tie, abandon'd me— I follow'd - 
him to the Indies, diſtracted, ſtill ſeeking a" 
Se | | 8 en” 


/ 
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| left my infant at one of our ſettlements ; but, after 


a fruitleſs purſuit, on my return, I found the friend 
t) whoſe care I had committed my child, was com- 
pell'd to retire from the ravages of war, but where 
| I could not learn: rent with agonizing pangs, now 
without child or huſband, I again ſaw England, 
and my brother, who, wounde with remorſe, for 
being the cauſe of my misfortunes, ſecluded him- 
ſelf from the joys of ſocial life, and invited me to 
partake the comforts of ſolitude in that humble 
aſylum, from whence we've both juſt now been 
driven, i 07 rs Ontdy WNT 
Lady Am. My pity can do thee no good, yet I 
pity thee ; but as reſignation'to what muſt be, may 
reſtore peace, if my means can procure thee com- 
fort, they are at thy Peder Come, let thy 
griefs ſubſide, inſtead of thy cottage, accept thou 
and thy brother every convenience that my man- 
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ſion can afford. + | 
Ame. Madam, I can only thank you with 


Lady Am. My thanks are here Come, thou 
ſhalt be chearful. I will introduce thee to my 
ſprightly couſin Harry, and his father, my hu- 
mourous uncle ; we haye delights going forward # 
that may amuſe the. e 

Ame. Kind lady ! | „ 88 

Lady Am. Come, ſmile—tho* a quaker, thou 


ſee'ſt I am merry the ſweeteſt joy of wealth ank / 
power is to cheer another's drooping heart, and 
wipe from the pallid cheek, the tear of ſorrow. 


[I reunt. 
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sch E TY 4 Road. 
Enter Three Ruffians, dreſſed as Sailors. | 


AK Rahe. Wer, now, what's to be . 5 
done? ; 
2nd Ruffan Why, we've been long upon our ſhifts, | 
and after all our tricks, twiſts, and turns, as London 


as then too hot for us, our tramp to Portſmouth. 


Was a hit. 
J Ruffian.. Ay; ; but ge the caſh we touched, 5 
upon pretending to be able bodied ſeamen is now f 
come to the laft ſhilling, as we have deſerted, 
means of a freſh ſupply to take us back to London | 
| muſt be thought on, | 
aud Riga. Ay, how to recruit the pocket wich- 
out hazarding the neck. ; 
5 Ruffian. By an W poſted on No 
ſtocks yonder, there are collectors upon this road; 
thirty guineas are offered by the quaker Lady, owner | 
of the eſtate round here; I wiſh we could ſnap. 
any ſtraggler to bring before her, A Quaker will 
only require a yea for an oath we üg Jock theſe. 
#birty guineas. 
2nd Ruffian. Yes; but we muſt ke care, if we 
fall into the hands of this gentleman that's in 
urſuit . isn't that his man, ih: old 
wain? | 
it Rufian. Don't run, I think we three are a 
match for him. Inſtantly put on your characters 
of ſailors, we may get ſomething. out of him; a 
pitiful ſtory makes ſuch an impreſſion on the loft 
2 of a true tar, that he'll open his hard hand 
and drop you his laſt 3 we can but * 
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Mn believe we were e we * him, only 
mind me. e 


Enter Joan Dor. 5 


Jon. To rattle my lantern, Sir George 8 remper 
now always blows a hurricane. i 


2nd Ruffan. What cheer ? (to Jabs) 
John. Ha hoy ! 


3rd Ruffion. Bob, up with your Dealing 
Irompet. L 
2nd Ruffian. Do you ſee, brother, this is the 
thing Enter Sir Goo at the back unperceived.) 
Sir Geo. If theſe ſhou'd be my deſerters. (afiae.) 
1/t Ruf. We three hands, juſt come home aſter a 


long voyage, were preſſed in the river, and without - 


letting us ſee our friends, brought round to Portſ- 
mouth; and there we entered "freely, cauſe why ? 
We had no choice; then we run. We hear ſome 
gentleman is in chace of us, {6 : as the ſhot are all 
Out, well ſurrender. 

John. Surrender! Oh then you've no ſhot left 
indeed —let's ſee. (feels bis pocket) I hav'nt the 
loading of a gun about me now, and this fame 
monſieur poverty is a bitter bad enemy; 


Sir Geo. They are the deſerters that I've been 


after. ( aſide) 

John. Meet me in an hour's time in the little 
wood yonder, I'll raiſe a wind to blow you into 
ſafe latitude—keep out to ſea, my wa 8 ** rock 
you certainly ſplit upon. 

_ 2nd Ruffien,, This is the firſt time we ever ſaw 


you, but we'll ſteer-by your chart, for 1 never knew 
one ſeaman to: betray another.. 


CEnnint Ruſſians 
Fir Geo: Then they haye been 3 can't 
blame thefn ſo-much for *inping away. 


K 2 . | John 


Pc 
o * * 


— 


68 WILD OATS: 


John, Yes; Sir George wou'd certainly hang em. 
Sir Geo. I wou'dnt, they ſhall eat beef, and drink 
the King's health, run and tell them ſo—ſtop, I'll 


tell them myſelf. 


Jobn. Why, now you are e and a kind, 


good gentleman, as you uſed to be. 


Six Geo. Since theſe idle rogues are 1 to 


return to their duty, they ſhan't want ſea- ſtore— 


take them this money but hold I'll meet them 


a myſelf, and adviſe them as I would my children. 


TOP A e x 


* 


sckNk II. A Wind. 


0 2 5 , 


Enter Rovzs „in his firſt cloaths, greatly agitated, =” 


with Piſtols. 
Rover. Which way did Mr. Abrawan rake? 


Dick Buſkin, I think, has no ſuſpicion of my in- 
tentions: — ſuch a choleric ſpark will fight, I dare 
Hay. If I fall, or even ſurvive; this affair, I leave the 
field of love and the fair prize to the young gentle- 
man I've perſonated, for I'm determined to ſee 
Lady Amaranth no more —oh, here comes 
Abrawang. 2 


Enter Sir GEORGE, 1 
Sr Geo. Now to relieve theſe fooliſh en be 


they muſt be hovering n this coaſt.— Ha! | 


puppy unknown !— 
Rover. You're the very man I was ſecking— 


Jou are not ignorant, Mr. Abrawang— 


Sir Geo. Mr. What? OTE 
Rover. You will not reſign your title, hs. ha, 


ha! Oh, very well, I'll indulge you, Sir George 


SIDES you honored me with a blow. 
| Sir 
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Sir Geo. Did it hurt you? | 

Rover. S'death ! but let me proceed Ike a gen- 
- -fleman; as it's my pride to reject even \ favouts, no 
man ſhall offer me an n * Are 

Sir Geo. Eh! 

Rover. In ens we're equal. | 

Sir Geo. Are we faith? (/miling ) The Englith e of 
all this is, we're to fight. 

Rover. Sir, you've marked on me an indelible 
ſtain, only to be waſhed out by blood. 5 

Sir Geo. Why, I've only one VOTER to fight- 
ing you. 
Rover. What's that, ſir > 
Sir Geo. That you're too brave a lad to be 

c killed. 

Rover. Brave! No, ſir; at preſent I wear the 
ſtigma of a coward. 
Fix Geo. Zounds ! I like a bit of fehring—hayn' =p 
had a morſel a long time dont know when I've 
ſmelt gunpowder—but to bring down a woodcock. 

Rover. Take your ground. | 

Sir Geo. Les, fir; "bur are we to thruſt PTY 
bulruſhes like two frogs, or, like ſquirrels, to pelt 
each other with nut thells*? ? For 1 ſee no other 
b e here. | 
Rover. Oh yes, ſir; lte are weapons. ä 
Sir Geo. Well, this is bold work, for a Privateer 
to give battle to a King's ſhip. 

Nover. Try your charge, fir, and take your 
Sround. 

Sir Geo. I wou'd not wiſh to Gnk, burn, or 
deſtroy, what I think was built for good ſervice ; 
but, damme, if I don't wing you to teach you 
better manners —ſo take care of your copper 
noſe. UE OH OD 


Enter 


NE ee - 


4 WII D oATts: 
Enter the three Ruffians, not perceiving Rover. 


3rd Ruffian.. Ay, here's the honeſt fellow has 
bee us ſome caſh (looking ut Sir George. ) | 

2nd Ruffian. We're betray'd, 1 it's the very gentle- 
man that's in purſuit of us, and this promiſe was 
only a decoy to throw us into his power—The 
piſtol! [ oy and pointing to it. Sir George ramming © 


the char charge.) 
„ 72 (Seizes and wrenches the Ling 1 om 
Sir C George.) 


Sir Geo. Ah, boys! 

2nd Ruffin: You'd have our lives, now well 
have yours. (Preſents the Piece at Sir George, Rover 
advances quick, and knocks it out of bis band: - 7 


[They run mT 
Rover. Raſcals (purſues them. Ig 
Sir Geo. (Takes up the other aw: ) My brave lad ! 
II (going.) 


Enter Jonn Doxy. 


Jobn. No, you ſhan't (bolding bim. * 
Sir Geo. The rogues will 


Jobn. Never mind the rogues—(bi/e 7 xu 
without, a piece let oj 


Sir Geo. S'blood ! Muſt 1 ſee my preſerver 
periſh (Straggling.) 
John. Well, I know I'm your preſerver, and 1 


Will nts but I'll brin you out of harms way: 
(fil bolding bim.) a 


Sir Goo. Tho! he'd fight me himſelf— 8 
Job. Sure we all know you'd fight the Gm 
Sir Geo. He ſaved my life. 
John, I'll ſave your life (whips him up in his 
arms.) So hey ! haul up, wy noble little Px 2 
it 


SCENE | 


—— ——— —ää—— 


A COMEDY. 
| SCENE III. 4 Room in Banxs's Cottage. 


Enter FARMER Gannon, BaxKs, and S1—(Sim | 


writing, and crying.) 


F. FRG Boy, go on with the inventory. 


Sim. How unlucky! Feyther to lay hold of me 


when I wanted to practice my part. (aide) 


Banks. This proceeding is very ſevere, to lay __ 
execution on my wretched trifling goods when F 


thought— ; 


F. Gam. Ay, you know you've gone up to the | 


big houſe with your complaint—her ladyſhip's 
ſteward, to be ſure, has made me give back your 
cottage, and farm ; but your goods I ſeize for my 
rent. 


Banks. Only leave me a very few neceſſaries 
by the goodneſs of my neighbours, I may ſoon re- 


deem what the law has put into your hands. 
F. Gam, The affair is now in my lawyer's hands, 


and plaintiff and defendant chattering about it, is 


all ſmoke. 
Sim. Feyther, don't be ſo cruel to Mr. Banks. 
F. Cam. I'll mark what I may want to keep for 
myſelf, Stay here, and ſee that not a pin's worth 
be removed without my knowledge. (20 Sim.) 
[ Exit. 


Sim. [I'll be dom'd if I'll be your watch-dog to 
bite the poor, that I won't: Mr. Banks, as feyther 


intends to put up your goods at auction, if you cou'd 
but get a friend to buy the choice of them for you 
again. Siſter Jane has got ſteward to advance her 
” quarter” s wages, and when I've gone to ſell corn 
for feyther, beſides preſents, I've made a market 
penny now and then. Here—it's not much ; but 
every little helps. (Takes out a ſmall leather purſe, 
cu offers im Banks.) 

Banks, 


7* 


1 


A 
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| Banks. I thank you, my good natured boy; 
but keep your money, 


Sim. Laſt ſummer, you ed me from bett 


drown'd in black pool, if you'll not take this, 
Ecod, in there I'll directly fling it, and let old nick 
ſaye it from being drown'd, an he can (geing). 
"Banks. My kind lad, then I'll not hurt Jour 
feeling by oppoſing your liberality (abet it). 
Sim. He, he, he! you've now given my heart 
ſuch a pleaſure as I never CME nor I'm ſure teyther 
afore me. | 
Banks. But, Sim, whatever may be his opinion of 
worldly prudence, ſtill remember he's your parent. 
Sim. 1 will * FOR elbow chair, one claw ta- 
[ Exit (writing) and Banks. ; 


Enter AnzL1a. 


Amelia. The confuſion into which Lady Ama- 
ranth* s family is thrown by the ſudden departure, 
and apprehended danger of her young couſin, muſt 
have prevented her ladyſhip from giving that at- 
tention to our affairs, that I'm ſure was her incli- 
nation. If I can but prevail on my brother too, to 
accept her protection can't enjoy the delights. 


of her Ladyſhip's hoſpitable manſion, and leave 


him here ſtill ſubject to the inſults of his churliſn 


| neighbour—Heaven' 81 who' s this? ( retires 9. 


Euter Ro VER beth, his bair and are * much 
1 65 eee, ; 


Rover. What a race (panting) I've at laſt 


got from the blood-hounds! Ah, if. old Abra- 
wang had but followed and hacked. me, we'd have 


tickled or 9 but when they got me 
5 2 | alone 


word Who's houſe is this I've daſh'd into ?—Eh 
the friendly cottage of my old gentleman; are you 
at home ? (calls) Gadſo! I had a hard ftruggle 
for it; yes, murder was their intent, ſo it was well 


” ; * 


weak, faint! (leans againſt the wall). 


for me that I was born without brains, I'm quite 


Amelia. (advancing). Sir, an't you well? ( with 


roncern. ) | | 

Rover. Madam, I aſk pardon, —hem, yes Ma'am, 
very well, I thank you-—now exceeding well 
got into a fray there, in a kind of a hobble with 
ſome worthy gentlemen; only ſimple; honeſt 


farmers. I fancy miſtook me for a ſheaf of barley, 


for they down with. me, and then threſh'd fo 


heartily, gad, their flails flew merrily about my 
ears, but I up, and when I cou'd no longer fight 


like a maſtiff, why, I—ran like a grey hound 
But, dear, Ma'am, prey excuſe me. Egad, this 
is very rude, faith. AST 


Amelia. You ſeem diſturbed (with emotion) | 


will you take any refreſhment ? - 8 
Rover. Madam, you're very good. Only a little 
of your currant wine, if you pleaſe; if I don't forget 


it ſtands - juſt¶ Points Amelia brings ſome from a 


beaufet) Madam, I've the honor of drinking your 

health Cann}. 8 leo En. BEIT 
Amelia. I hope you're not hurt, ſir. 

Nover. A little better, but very weak till 


” 5; 
— 


I had a ſample of this before, and liked it ſo much, 


that, Madam“ Won't you take another?“ 
Amelia. Sir! (taſtes and lays it ly). 
Rover. Madam, if you'd been fighting, as I have, 
you'd well, well, (ils and drinks. ) now Pam as 
well as any man —“ In Hlyria,” got a few hard 
WBC oe i od res On 
. Amelia. You'd better repoſe a little, you ſeem'd 
much * ee OC LON 


— 


* 
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alone, three _ one were odds; ſo, ſafe's the 


. Rover, 
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46 WELD Park. 


Air: (places a chair and both ft) W by, ma” am, 
you muſt know, thus it was 
Enter SHERIFF'S Orrickk. 


Officer. Come, Ma'am, Mr. Gammon fays his 
chair is wanted to make up the half dozen above. 


' { fays bold of Amelia's chair, ſhe riſes terrified). 


Rover. What, what's, all this? 
Officer. Why, the furniture's ſeized on erection, 


and a man muſt do his duty. 


Rover. Then, fcoundrel, 1 that a man's 
firſt duty is civility and tenderneſs to a woman. 
Amelia, Heavens! where's my brother? This 


| gentleman will bring himſelf into trouble. 


Officer. Maſter, d'ye ſee, I'm repreſentative for | 
his honor the High Sheriff. 
Rover. Every High Sheriff ſhou'd be a gentle- f 
man, and when he's repreſented by a raſcal, he's 
diſhonor' d. Dem it, might as well live about 
Covent Garden, and every night get beating the 


watch; for here, among groves and meadows, 


I'm always ſquabbling with "conſtables. (whips up 
Fi ſtick from a corner of the room, and bolds it 2 
im). 
Officer. Come, come, I muſt— | 
Rover. As you ſay, fir, laſt Wedneſday, ſoit . 
was” Sir, your moſt obedient humble ſervant— 
ag reſpettfully). Pray, fir, may I take the li- 
to know, have you ever been aſtoniſhed ? 2 


f 0 with great ceremony.) 


Officer. What ? | 

Rover. Becauſe, fir, I "ATE? to afonith- you; 

my dear fellow, give me your hand (rates his hand, 
and beats him—) Now, ſir, you are aſtoniſhed. 
| Officer. Les; but ſee if 1 dont ſuit 285 with an 
action. 

Rover. Right, ſuit the action to the word, the 
« word to the action, ſee if the gentlewoman be not 

R | | affrighted 
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affrighte nnd Michael, Pl make thee an ex- 
ample.“ 

_ Officer. Yes, fine example, when goods are 
ſeized here by the law, and— 

Rover. Thou worm and.maggot of the law!“ 
Hop me over every kennel, or you ſhall * 
without my cuſtom. ? | 

Officer. I don't value your cuſtom. 

Rover. You are aſtoniſhed, now I'll amaze you. 

Officer, No, fir, I won' 't be TINY only 
ſee if I don't— 

Rover. Hop! 

[ Exit OpFiCER wuttering and bullying, yet frighten d. 
Stop Ma' am, theſe ſort of gentry are monſtrous bad - 
company for a eh e F'll juſt ſee him to the door, 
and then I'll ſee him outſide the door, Ma'am, 
I'm your moſt obedient humble ſervant, (bows re- 

 ſpefifully, and exit haſtily.) 

Ame, T feel a ſtrange curioſity to know who this 
young gentleman is. I find my heart inte- 
reſted, I can't account for—he muſt have known 

the houſe by the freedom but then his gaiety, 
(without familiar rudeneſs) native elegance of man- 

ners, and good breeding, ſeem to make him at home 
any where My brother, 1 think, muſt Known 


Enter BANKs, haſtily and agitated. 


Banks. Amelia, did you ſee the young gentle- 
man that was here ? Some ruffian fellows, and a 
_=_ of the country people have bound and dragg'd 
him from the door, on the allegation of three men 
who mean to ſwear he has robb'd them. And they 
have taken him to Lady Amaranth's. | 
Amelia. How | He did enter here in confuſion 
as if purſued; but Pl ſtake my life on his in- 
nocence. 
| Banks, The freedom of his cenſures on Farmer 
"Je T Game 8 
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Gammon's conduct, and the friendly office he did 
me, has brought the ſordid churl's malice on him, 
and he has encouraged theſe ruffians, in hopes of 
the reward offered by Ephraim Smooth, for appre- 
hending footpads, to drag the young fellow up to 
Lady Amaranth' 8, where the Farmer ſays, he has 
already appear'd in a feign'd character. 

Amelia. I'll ſpeak to Lady Amaranth, and in 
ſpite of calummy, he ſhall have juſtice—he wou'd 
not let me be inſulted, becauſe he ſaw me. an un- 
protected woman, without a huſband or a ſon, 
3 and ſhall he want an advocate: brother, come. 


eb 5 
— 


SCENE IV. Lavpy AMARanTH' S. 


Enter JANE, with a light. 


Jane. I believe there's not a ſoul in the houſe but 
myſelf; my lady has ſent all the folks round the 
country to ſearch after the young ſquire, ſhe'll 
certainly break her heart if any thing happens to 
him; I don't wonder, for ſurely he's a dear, fweet 


gentleman, the pity of it is, his going ſpoils all our | 


fine play, and I had juſt got my part quite by heart; 
howeyer, I muſt do the room up for Mr. Banks's 
1 that my Lady has invited here. 


(adjuſts her ol) 


Enter EpHRAIM SMOOTH. 


Eph, The man, John Dory, has carried the 
man George, hither in his arms, and has locked 
him up. Coming i into the houſe, they did look to 
me like a blue lobſter with a ſhrimp in his claws— 
Oh, here is the damſel I love, and alone. 
Jane. They ſay when folks look in the glaſs, at 

night, they ſee the black gentleman. (As ſhe's looking 
in a glaſs, ys _ ne 5 over ber One ; 


. ve . 
bee Eo. 
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Epb. Thou art employ'd in vanity. 
Fane, Well, who wants you ? 
Eph. It is natural for woman to love man. 
Fane. Yes; but not ſuch ugly men as you are. 
Why wou'd you come in to frighten me, when you 
know there's nobody here but ourſelves. | 
Eph. Iam glad of that. I am theelm and thou 
the honey-ſuckle; let thy arms entwine me. 
Jane. Oh, what a rogue is here! but vonder 
comes my Lady, and III ſhew him off to her in 
his true colours. (aſide). 
Eph. Claſp me around. | 
Fane. Well, I will, if you'll take off your hat, 
and make me a fine low bow. 
Eph. I cannot bend my knee, nor take off my 0 
beaver. 
Jane. Then you're very impudent.— go along. 
Eph. But to vin thy favour (takes of his hat and 
bows). 

Fane. Now kneel down to me. 

E spb. I cannot, but one lovely ſmile may ſmile 
me down. (He ſmiles, he kneels). 

Jane. Well now, read me a ſpeech out of that 
fine play-book. 

Eph. I read a play! a- bo- mi- na- ti- on — But, 
Jane, wilt thou kiſs me? | 
Jane. I kiſs a man !—a-bo-mi-na- ton! (mi- 
micking) but you may take my hand — ; 
Epb. Oh! *tis a comfort to "the > of the faith- 
ful (kiſſes ber hens). 


n Bun LApv 1 


Lady Am. How! ( ms him gently on the ſhoulder, 
be looks up confounded) ah, thou ſly and deceitful 
hypocrite! ! 

Jaue. There, Ma'am is the demure, haly man 
that would prevent our ay. 


78 WILD OATS: 


Lady Am. And ſo ſeverely cenſure others, and 
put fetters on me, which now I'm determin'd to 
A 


Epb. Verily Mary, . was buffett'd by Satan i in 


4 the ſhape of a damſel. 


Lady Am. Begone 
Eph. My ſpirit is fad, tho my feet move ſo 


1 | I Exit, very flew. 


Lady Am. But, Oh, 8 no tidings of my 


deareſt Henry! Jane, let them renew their ſearch. 


Fane. Here's Madam Amelia, you ſee I've 
her room ready; but I'll go make brother * 
5 for the young „ yOu: 


Enter AMEL1A. 


Ame, Oh, Madam, might 1 implore your in- 
fluence Wan 
Lady Am. Thou art ill accommodated here ; 


but I hope thou wilt excuſe—My mind is a fea of 
trouble, my peace ſhipwreck'd—Oh, friend, had'ſt 


thou ſeen my couſin Harry, thou too, all who 
knew him, muſt be anxious for his ſafe ty—How 


unlucky this ſervant to prevent Sir George from 


giving him that aſſiſtance, which paternal care, 
and indeed gratitude demanded, for twas filial - 
affection which led him to purſue thoſe 23858 
men. 

Jobn. (without) Heaye a-head, 


Enters with SIR GEORGE, 


Sir 6 7e0, Raſcal ! whip me up like a pound of 


tea, dance me about like a young bear, make me 
quit the preſerver of my life]! yes, puppy un- 
. known will think me a poltroon, and that I way = 


afraid to follow, and ſecond him. 


e Well, you * as Vell turn into your 
ham, 
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- heh for out to-night you ſhall not  budge— 
(/ees Amelia) Oh! marcy of heaven! isn't it. 
Eh, maſter ? Only give one look. | 

Amelia. ( Seeing Sir Geo.) My Renee! | | daun, 
Lady Amaranth ſupports her.) 

Sir Geo. Tis my Amelia! 

John. (Stopping Sir George, and looking attentively 
at Amelia) Reef the foreſail! firſt, you crack'd 


her heart by ſheering off, and now you'll ovaries : 
her by bringing to.— 


Lady Am. Hold—ſoft ! 

Amelia. Are you at length re curned to me, my 
Seymour? 

Lady Am. Seymour ! her mind is diſturb' d, this 
is mine uncle, Sir George Thunder. 5 

Jobn. No, no, my an ſne knows what ſhe's 
ſaying very well. 

Sir Geo. Niece, I have bans a villain. to 172 
lady, I confeſs. But, my dear Amelia, Providence 
has done you juſtice in part. From the firſt month 
I quitted you, I have never enter'd one happy hour 


on my journal; hearing that you founder'd, and 


- conſidering myſelf the cauſe, the worm of remorſe 
has gnawed my timbers. 
Amelia. Yow're not ſtill offended with me. 
Sir Geo. Me! can you forgive my offence, and 
condeſcend to take my hand as an atonement ?... 
Amelia. Your hand! Do you forget * we are 
already married? | 
Sir Geo. Ay, there was my raſeallty. 
Juobn. You may ſay that. 
Sir Geo. That marriage, my dear—-Tm aſham' 4 
to own it; but it was 


Jobn. As good as if laſh'd, by the chaplain of 5 


the Eagle. 
Sir Geo. Hold your tongue, you · im pudent 
e you pandar, you bad advier,—T 11 Parke 


m 
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my falſe colours, I'll now acknowledge the cha 
lain you provided was— 

Jobn. Was a good man, and a greatet honor to 
his black, than your honor has been to your blue 
cloth— Eh, by the Wow of a ſeaman, here he 1s 
A | | 


e Baxks. > 9 — 92 


5 Gs Vow brother ! 
. Banks. Captain Seymour! * have 1 found you, : 
R227 
Sir Geo. My dear Banks, Pl make every repa- 
ration, —Amelia ſhall really be my wife. 
| Banks. That, ' fir, my ſiſter is already ; for 
when J perform'd the marriage ceremony, which 


you took only as the cloak of your e 41 


Was actually in orders. 
Jobn. Now, Who's the crimp, and the pandar ? 
I never told you this ſince ; becauſe I thought a 
man's'own reflections were the beſt puniſhment 
for betraying an innocent woman. 
Sir 85 You ſhall be a poſt- captain, Gile me, if 
you ſha'n't.—(ſbakes hands with yore Oy; * 
| retires. ) 
Tady Am. Madam, my inmoſt ſoul partaketh of 

thy gladneſs, and joy for thy reformation. (To Sir 
George.) But thy prior marriage to this lady, annuls 

the ſubſequent, and my couſin Harry 1 is not now 
bei 
Sir Geo. So much the better ; he's an iure 
cub; but, Amelia, I flatter myſelf 1 e an | 
heir, my infant boy.— 

Ane. Ah, huſband, you had; Urabe. ; 

Sir Geo. Gone! well, well, I ſee I dave been 
a miſerable ſcoundrel— Eh, I will, yes, I'll adopt 
kg brave kind hd, that wou dn't let any il 


* 
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kill me but himſelf. He ſhall have my eſtate, that's 


my own acquifition—My lady, marry him, 1 4 
py unknown's a fine fellow! Amelia, only for 
kim, you'd never have found your huſband Cap- 
tain Seymour, in Sir George Thunder. 
Ame. What? 


Banks. Are you Sir George Thunder ? 


Enter LANDLORD, followed by EPHRAIM. 


Landl. Pleaſe you, Madam, they” ve got a foot- 
pad 1 in cuſtody. 

Ephraim. I am come to fit in judgment, for 
there is a bad man in thy houſe, Mary. Bring 
him before me. 

Sir Geo. Before you, old ſquintabus? And 2 75 
Raps you don't know I'm a e 1 
Epb. I'll examine him. 

Sir Geo. You be damn'd—T'll examine him my- 


ſelf, (ſhoves Ephraim) Tow him in here. m 


give him a paſport to Wincheſter bilboes. 
Ame. ( Kneels to Sir George) Oh, fir, as you hope 
for mercy, extend it to this youth ; but even 


thou'd he be guilty, which, from our knowledge 


of his benevolent and noble nature, I think next 
to an impoſſibility, let the ſervices he has ren- 
dered to us—he protected, relieved your forſaken 


wife, and her unhappy brother, in the hour of 


want and ſorrow, | 
Sir Geo. What, Amalia, plead for a robber! 


Conſider, my love, juſtice is above bias or partia- 


lity. If my ſon violated the laws of his country, 


I'd deliver him up a public victim to diſgrace and 


puniſhment. 

. Lady Am. Oh, my impartial uncle ! Had thy 
country any laws to puniſh him, who inſtead of 
paltry gold, would rob the artleſs virgin of her 


M dcearxeſt 
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deareſt treaſure, in the rigid Judge, I mou d now 


behold the trembling criminal. 
Enter Twiren, with Rover bound, who 3 his 


face averted, and two Ruffians. 


Eypb. (advances.) Speak A. 

5, Geo. Hold thy clapper thou.—You wretched 

perſon, have you no means to come ata little biſcuit 
and lobſcouſe, but you muſt plunder ? The navy 
wants men, and if you wanted bread, like a man 
fight the enemies of your country, and not turn 
land pirate, you damn'd alligator | Who are the 
proſecutors ? * 

Eph. Call in— 

Sir Geo. Will nobody ſtop his mouth, ( John 
Dory puſhes him up againſt the wall A Where are the 
panne „ 

Twitch. There, tell his worſhip, the Juſtice. 

24 Reffion. A Juſtice Oh] the devil! I thought 
we ſhou'd haye nothing but quakers to deal with, 


(4/de.) 


"Sir Geo. Come, how did this fellow rob you? 
2d Ruſſian. Why, your honor, II . 4 


feigned country voice) 


Sir Geo. (looking at them) Oh, ho! 5 

2d Ruſſian. Zounds, we're in the wrong—thig 
is the very— by 
Sir Geo. Clap down the hatches, ſecure theſe. 
ſharks. 

Jun. That I will, and this rope may be 

ranted. 

Rover. I thought I ſhou'd find you here, Abra- 
wang, 'and that you had ſome knowledge of theſe 
fellows. Þ 
Lach Am. Heavens my couſin Harry aft de. N 

Sir Geo. The eri isn't this my . ſpear and 


Jon, 
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John. < advance My young maſter—Oh ! via 
have you been at here? (unbinds Rover 3 i 


Enter Hangv. 


8 My dear fellow, are you ſafe, | 

Rover. Yes, Dick, I was brought in here very 
fafe, I aſſure you. 
Harry. A confederate in cuſtody below has made 
a confeſſion of their villainy, that they concerted 
this plan to accuſe him of à robbery, firſt, for re- 
venge, then, in hope to ſhare the reward for ap- 
Prehending him; he alſo owns they are not ſailors, 
but depredators on the public. | 

Sir Geo. Keep them ſafe in limbo. (ruffians taken 
off )—Not knowing that the Juſtice of Peace whom 
they've brought the lad now here before, is the 
very man they attack'd, ha, ha, ha! The rogues 
have fallen into their own ſnare. 

Rover. What, now, you're a Juſtice of Peace? 
Well faid, Abrawang ! | 
' Ame. Then, Sir George, you know him too? 
bir Geo. Know puppy unknown! to be ſure. 
Rover. Still, Sir George ! What, then, you will 
not reſign your knighthood ? Madam, I am happy 
to ſee you again. (to Amelia. )—Ah, how do you do, 
my kind hoſt ? (ſhakes hands with Banks.) 

Lady Am. I rejoice at thy afety—Be reconciled 
to him. (70 Sir George) 

Sir Geo. Reconciled !—If I don't love, reſpect 
and honor him, I ſhou'd be unworthy of the lite 
he reſcued. But who is he? 

Harry. Sir, he is 

Rover. Dick, I thank you for your good wiſhes ; 
but I am ſtill determined not to impoſe on this 
lady—Madam, as I at firſt told this well- meaning 
tar, when he forced me to your houſe, I am not 
the ſon of Sir George Thunder, 

. A. 


—— — — — — 
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John. No! Then l wifh you were the fon of an | 
admiral, and I your father. 


Harry. You refuſe the lady? To puniſh you 


I've a mind to take her myſelf. —My dear cou- 


fin— 


Rover. Stop, Dick. it I, who adore her, 
won 't, you ſhall not. No, no; Madam, never 


mind What this fellow ſays, he's as poor as * 


ſelf—Isn't he, Abrawang ? 

Harry. Then, my dear Rover, fince you are ſo 
obſtinately diſintereſted, I'll no longer reize my 
father, whom you here ſee, and in your ftrolling 
friend, his very truant Harry, that ran from Portſ- 
mouth ſchool, and joined you ang fellow come 
dians. 5 
Rover. Indeed 
Harry. Dear couſin, forgive me, if thro' my 


_ zeal for the happineſs of my y friend, I endeavour'd 


to promote yours, by giving you a huſband more 
worthy than myſelf— (To Lady Am.) 
Roder. Am I to believe]! Madam, is your un- 


cle, Sir George Thunder, in this room? 


Lady Am. He is. (looking at Sir George.) 
Nover. Tis fo! You, in reality, what I've had 


the impudence to afſume! and have perplexed 


your father with my ridiculous effrontery. —(turns 
tor John Dory, angry) I told you, I inſiſted I wasn't 
the perſon you took me for, but you mult brin 

your damn'd chariot !' I am aſhamed, and morti- 


filed. Madam, I beg to take my leave. 


Epb. Thou art welcome to go. 
Rover. ( Bows.) Sir George, as the father of my 
friend, I cannot lift my hand againſt you; but 1 


HP: fir, you'll apologize to me (apart). 


Sir Geo. Ay, with pleaſure, my noble ſplinter 
now tell me from what dock you were launch'd, my 


* of cak? 
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Rover. I've heard in England, fir ; but from my 
_ earlieſt knowledge, till within a very few years, 
l've been in the Faſt Indies. 


Sir Geo. Beyond ſeas? Well, and how? 2 
Rover. It ſeems I was committed an infant to 


the care of a lady, who was herſelf obliged by the 


gentle Hyder Ally, to ſtrike het toilet, and decamp 


without beat of drum, leaving me a chubby little | 


fellow ſquatted on a carpet. A ſerjeant's wife alone 
returned, and ſnatched me off e a thro' 
fire, ſmoke, cannon, cries-and carnage. -- . 
Lady Am. Doſt thou mark? (io Amelia. 70 
Ame. Sir, can you recollect the name of the 
town, where— 
Rover. Yes, ma'am, the town was acai 


Ame. I thank you, ſir. ( Gazes with delight and 
 earneſtneſs on Rover.) 


| 


on the ſtage, than Hotſpur in the field, brought me 


up behind the ſcenes at the Calcutta cheatre—I was 


roll'd on the boards, acted myſelf into the favour 


of a colonel, promiſed a pair of colours; but, im- 


patient to Gad my parents, hid myſelfin the ſteerage 
of an homeward bound ſhip, aſſumed the name of 
Rover from the uncertainty of my fate, and having 
murder'd more poets than Rajahs, ſtept on Engliſh 
ground, unincumber'd with rupees or 2 
Ha ha! Wou'dſt thou come home fo 
Ephraim: ? | 


Eph. I wou'd bring myſelf home with ſome 


money. 

Ame. Excuſe my curioſity; fir, what was the 
lady” s name in whoſe care you were left. 

Rover. Oh, ma'am, ſhe was the lady of a major 


Linſtock; bur 1 heard my mother” s name was 
Seymour! ? 


Sir 


| Rover. An officer who'd much rather act Scrub | 


S little 
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Sir Cea Why, Amelia? 


. 


Ame. My fon! 


Rover. Madam! 


Ame. It is my Charles! . Embroces bim. 5 


Sir Geo. Eh! 


Lady Am. Thou ſeeſt he is my gay, gallant, ge⸗ 
nerous couſin. J 
Job. (Sings and capers, c laps Ephraim on the © 
ſhoulders. ) Tel, lol, lol, tho' I never heard it before, 
my heart told me he was a chip of the old block. 
Ame. —Your father —(to Rover, Pointing to Sir 
George.) 
- Rover. Can it Heaven! Gon have I: attempt- 
ed to raiſe my impious hand againſt a parent's life! 
Sir Geo. My dear brave boy! Then have I a ſon 
with ſpirit to fight me as a ſtranger, yet defend n me 


as a father. 


Ame. And Knowing her only as a woman 
wrong dd, to protect his helpleſs mother. 

Banks. Reheving the ſtranger, you little thought | 
*twas an uncle you ſnatched from a priſon. _ = 

Lady Am. Nor that thou by that benign action, 


did captivate the eſteem of thy fond couſin, (takes 
Him by the band) Uncle you'll recollect twas 1, Wo 
firſt introduced a ſon to thee. | 


Sir Geo. And I hope you will next introduce a 
grandfon to me, young ſly-boots. Harry, you ve 


loſt your fortune. 


Harry. Yes, fir, but I've gained. a brother, 
whoſe friendſhip (before I knew him to be ſuch) 
1 1 above the firſt fortune in Englanc. 

Nover. My deareſt Roſalind! 

Ame. Then, will you take our Charles. 

| (To Lady Am). 

Lach An. Vea; but only on condition thou be- 
ſtoweſt thy fortune on his friend and brother, mine 
b ſufficient for us, is it not? | 
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1 Angelic creature 1 think of my ge 
nerous friend But now for As Lou Like It. 5 
_ Rover. Where's Lamp, and Trap—I ſhall ever 
love a play—A ſpark from Shakſptare s Muſe of 
Fi ire, was the ſtar that guided me thro' my deſolate 
and bewilder'd maze of f wo 11 e me to theſe 
unexpected bleſſings. Ss 


To merit friends ſo good, ſo ſweet a wife, 

The tender huſband be my part for life; 

My Wild Oats ſown, let candid Theſpian Laws 
+ Decree, that glorious harveſt, -your applauſe, . 
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